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I have eaten your hashy and borrowed your cashj 

I have drunk your rye and wme^ 
The lies you lied, — I have swaUowed beHdey — 

Beca/use they were larger than mime. 

Wa» there aught that I did not share^ 

Even to sharing yov/r loadj 
When under ajag^ — your Jcnees did sag^ 

Dear pal upon the road f 

I have written the tale of our life^ — 

Of youth J and mishaps ofydum. 
But you arefoocy — you Jmow— by proxy 

'!%« you/r oum, and naught but truth. 

(Sympathy to Ejpling.) 
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' ' Come, daughters, we will leave this 
evil minded man 1o himself.' "—Page 31. 
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CHAPTER ONE 

HE GETS GLAD TIDINGS FROM HIS BABE 

have no more home than 
the chips that pass in the 
night, little book; you 
and I. 

On your white pages I'm 
going to spill my inmost 
thoughts and you will be 
closer to me than a bran new wool un- 
dershirt, for it's a cinch you can't blab. 
You for my trouble clerk now and for- 
ever, since I had the attack of foolish- 
ness, and trusted a woman I 

Never again, — not for Eddie, — nay, 
never I They can gig me once, but when 
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they throw the harpoon in, and twist it, 
diplomatic relations are severed. 

From now on, I will sit up nights to 
hate the sex. 

You know, little book, I lead the glad, 
free life of a business missionary ; gal- 
loping gaily from town to town on my 
thoroughbred Pullman ; leaving behind 
me a trail of Havana smoke, good cheer, 
and the scattered gold, which the House 
insists on sending me at every town. 
All I have to do is to flit from flower to 
flower, soak up honey like a giddy hum- 
mingbird, peddle oh-be-joyful anecdotes, 
and write down the orders the crossroad 
merchant princes thrust on me. 

An army of obsequious slaves, from 
bell-boy to landlord, make life for me a 
continuous-performance picnic. 

We Knights Errant are such jolly dogs, 

with never a trouble nor a care. 

For instance, here's a little message of 
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bridal suite? The "incidentals" item 
also looks to us a little high, but perhaps 
we are prejudiced. A broad guage house 
like ours expects you to loosen up, as 
need be with customers, in the way of 
plain high-balls and two-for-a-quarter 
cigars, but it seems to us that you have 
been giving banquets with passamenterie 
trimmings, or taking a course of cham- 
pagne baths. Some of our men seem to 
get along first-rate without these little 
trimmings, and we suggest that you try 
the simple life. It is conducive to lon- 
gevity — ^with us. 

Messrs. Block & Bim of Jamestown 
seem to have a grievance of some sort. 
Since you will see them, we think you 
can adjust it to our satisfaction better 
than we can by letter ; so we enclose copy 
of their letter. Handle them with 
gloves ; satisfy them, but do not compro- 
mise us ; you know they were hard to 
land, and their account is worth thirty 
thousand a year. 

Also see J. K. Cabe and get some 
money. His balance of $217.74 is thirty 
days overdue. Of course, we know your 
faith in him was so great, you guaran- 

14 
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ber had to be somewhat different from 
a pirate, but conclude otherwise since ex- 
amining the shipment. The fresh Her- 
kimer County cheese has been overtaken 
by senile decay, and a glue factory would 
smell like ottar of roses in comparison. 
The Al seedless prunes, which we were 
to have fresh from the tree, we find to be 
nothing more than the bbneless, board- 
ing-house prune of commerce, ancient 
and shriveled as an Egyptian mummy, 
and so full of sand you could light a 
match on any one of them. 

We knew, when we ordered the French 
sardines, you were strong on imported 
lines. Imagine our surprise and joy, on 
opening a neat tin casket, to find the 
cold, clammy corpses of a lot of Maine 
mackerel. This aroused our curiosity, so 
we opened a can of beef, and a tin of 
your pure fruit jam. The steer under- 
taker who put up the beef is evidently 
a novice, judging from the embalming. 
The canner put in the analine, the glu- 
cose and the flavoring, but he left out the 
vital part, — the fruit seeds. 

People are so skeptical nowadays that 
they won't buy jams without seeds in 

16 



Representing John Marshall & Co. 



I ought to stand for that thirty in the ex- 
pense account, too, I let Smith's buyer 
win oflF me, to show I could stand a frisk, 
and still be a good Indian. 'Course, I got 
my reward by playing gondolier all night, 
in a hack, steering that bunch of sponges 
from one irrigation plant to another, and 
getting my hide full of booze that I didn't 
want. 

I have sat in the lobby and listened to 
that Hebrew Ananias tell about his big 
orders until I'm dizzy. 

I'll tell it to you, little book, for you 
can't talk back. 

I like the strenuous life all right, but 
another day like this will give me nerve 
prostration. Went twelve rounds with 
Block & Bim before I got the decision, 
and another order out of them, for some 
idiot in the house to ball up. 

Fine business ; fine business ; this 
thing of being a human punching bag 

18 



And when I go in, the Old Man will call 
me a lobster for letting sickly sentiment in- 
terfere with business. What a lot of things 
these money sharks never get wise to I 

Oh, Babe ; if you knew how your man 
needs a jolly, while he is doing the joy- 
ful, with beaming face, and heart like a 
brick, you wouldn't have thrown him 
down the way you did. Bah I the beat I 
ever got was the worst of it I 
19 
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I feel like I had taken a box of fish 
hooks, with a gall and wormwood chaser. 

Into the elevator with you, Eddie, and 
drag your weary feet up to 630 — second 
hall rear, where you can chew your pil- 
low in sweet solitude, and hunt the soft 
place in the mattress that isn't there, 
while Morpheus conjures up for you a 
job where expense accounts aren't au- 
dited, nor lack of orders questioned ; and 
a maid that's true. 

What's that ? A letter ? A special, eh ? 

Oh, bubbling effervescent joy I 

When the boy handed it to me the 
writing on the envelope set my heart 
playing rag-time on my shirt front. 

Honest, I was so trembly I had to 
order a life preserver, — Scotch ; four 
fingers high, with fizzy fixin's, before I 
could read it. 

It's short; but it will do; thank you 
kindly. 

20 
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My Edward : 

There's a penitent girl waiting, 
who believed others without nearing you. 
Won't you come and bring sweet forgive- 
ness to Your sorrowful, Mame ? 

I read it; then I bought for Ananias 
and myself I read it again, and bought 
for Ananias and his friends, and myself. 
Again, and I had him invite his friends' 
friends ; then, their friends. 

The last time I looked it over I bar- 
gained for the hotel for a barracks for the 
Salvation Army. 

Would I come? How utterly super- 
fluous ! 

Would a hobo wrap himself around a 
free lunch ? A bar fly take a drink ? 

Watch my smoke 1 To-night we 
lightly vault the Flyer, spend Sunday 
with our Babe, be back on beat Monday 
morning; and the Old Man none the 
wiser ; and if I don't pay two for one, in 
orders, for the mileage I use, I'm a goat I 
21 



CHAPTER TWO 

GOES TO SEE HER 

such a lucky dog I 

When I dropped off the 
;rain at home, I fell right 
nto the arms of the Old 
Man. 

It wasn't like the home- 
joming of the Prodigal Son, 
either. 

" Hello, Ward I I don't remember 
wiring you to come in," he said in his 
coldest blooded manner, and I felt like 
I'd been stabbed with a dull icicle. 

Right there the vision of that cozy, six 
room cottage, with Mame waiting for me 
at the door, vanished. " It's you to a 
four horae truck, Edward," thinks I, ex- 
pecting him to can me on the spot. 
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" Grandmother " — said I, weakly — 

" grandmother, — very ill — dangerous — 
had to come — going back to-night." 

The O. M. saw I was too grief stricken 
to talk. " Humph — too bad, stay in an- 
other day if you want to," said he, as he 
swung onto the sleeper. 

I sat down on a truck to have my 
chill, and, as BOOn as I got strong enough, 
I hit the pave, Mamewards. 

She was standing in the hall waiting 
when I rang, and the door flew open and 
we fell into a clinch, to low lights, and 
slow music. If I remember right, the 
conversation the first five minutes con- 
sisted of two words ; " Eddie," " Mame," 
but Olga Nethersole could have got 
some valuable points on Art had she 
been there. 

We finally had to call it a draw, and 
went into the parlor, and she was so 
a&aid I was a dream, and might get 
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away, she sat on my knee, and snuggling 
her fluffy curls up against my collar but- 
ton, she told me all about it. 

She said her mother belonged to " The 
Society for the Amelioration of the Con- 
dition of the Hottentots," and at one of 
their recent gabfests, I was one of the 
subjects for vivisection. Those old hens 
are clairvoyants, for I found out many 
things about myself I never knew before. 

Mrs. Brown told Mrs. Smith, that Mrs. 
Jones told her, that I had been flirting 
with the brunette Princess behind Robin- 
son's glove counter, and that she had heard 
that I was a flirt, a rov^j and a general 
disturber of the female peace. She said 
further, that I left, a trail of desolation 
behind me on my territory, like a pesti- 
lence, and that my pathway was literally 
paved with broken, bleeding hearts, and 
if she had a daughter engaged to a man 

like that, she would know what to do. 

24 
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We w6re. 

Funny, isn't it, that a dub like me, 
who isn't fit to be her human door mat, 
could take a pot shot at all the millions 
of good women in this big country, and 
land the Queen of them all ? 

I did not know how bright this old 
world is. The car-wheels clicked out a 
merry little song, all night long, and the 
fat man's snore in the upper berth 
sounded like the singing of a celestial 
choir. 

Good things come in bunches too. 
Business fine to-day, and if I don't send 
in enough orders this trip to put the ship- 
ping-room to work nights, I'll resign, and 
become Edward the Infant Newsboy. 
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CHAPTER THREE 

HE IS ROUTED BY A FEMALE ARMY 

ES, you have been neglected, 
little book. 

I haven't said a word to 
you for days. 

That's the beet a friend 
ever gets. We hunt them 
up in adversity and hang on 
their necks like a long lost brother, but 
let a little bunch of gladness come our 
way, and we at once become self-supportr 
ing and forget the one who played lamp- 
post and helped us carry our load. 

I have been playing advance agent to 
civilization for several years, and have 
met all kinds of people, but I never be- 
fore met with a bevy like the one that 
broke into our sleeper last night. 
37 
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When the train stopped at a way-sta- 
tion, I thought I heard a choir singing 
the doxology. I thought I was a prat- 
tling child again, and dreaming of the 
little brick church, where I was always 
regular at Sunday-school just before 
Christmas. 

The door popped open and in rolled a 
covey of about twenty-five bright-eyed 
Bessies, headed by a tall, slender old boy 
with Galways, and a white lawn tie. 

" This way, children," he cried. Some 
of the younger sisters had been taking 
foolish powders I guess, from the way 
they giggled. " Sit right down, daugh- 
ters," said Papa, and a couple of them 
plumped down in my section. 

One of them was a little peach, too, 
and I thought I would warm up to her if 
his whiskers would introduce me. 
" Make yourselves at home," said I, drag- 
ging my grips out of the way. " Thank 

28 



He is Roatetf B^ a Female Army 



you, in the name of my daughters," he 
said, as he sat down. " Daughters? " said 
I. "Yes, sir, I am taking them to the 
' Biennial Convention of Christian Sol- 
diers.'" "All yours?" said I. "Just 
the two rear cars," said he. " Brother 
Young has his flock in the cars ahead." 

1 thought he was stringing me so I 
changed the subject. " What's your line ? " 
I asked. " I'm a missionary, sir," he said. 
" So'm I ; who you with? " I asked. " I 
am with the Church," he answered. 
'Course it was plain to me then, so I 
butted in with another one of the bright 
remarks I am celebrated for. " I have 
never understood the tenets of your 
creed," I said, thinking that rather neat. 
" Would you mind telling me a few 
facta ? " "I shall be glad to enlighten 
you so far as I may be able," he said 
genially, " proceed." " Of course," I said, 
" I understand some of the fundamental 
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principles of your Church, that you be- 
lieve in plural marriages, and your views 
on race suicide are apparent, from the de- 
lightful bevy of daughters you have 
along. Of course," I continued, wad- 
ing right in over my head as glibly as 
though I were talking dried apples, "I 
have heard a great deal about your 
Church life, but some of your domestic 
arrangements I never could understand. 
I trust you will not think me imperti- 
nent, for I only seek information; but, 
with my small knowledge of the gentle 
sex, I often wonder what kind of diplo- 
mats you men are. Do not the children 
of the different mothers quarrel, and do 
you keep them, and all your wives, in 

one large house, or do you " " Sir I " 

said he. " Pardon me," said I. " It is not 
vulgar curiosity, — I wish to study the 
subject from a socialogical standpoint," 
thinking the wise talk would make a 
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hit with the little nectarine opposite 
me. 

" What I mean is ; isn't there a certain 
amount of — er — jealousy when your wives 
come in contact with each other? " 

" Sir-rah I " he bristled, " were I not a 
man of the cloth, I would trounce you , 
severely ! You may have your seat ! I 
do not choose to be insulted." 

I noticed that little biscuit across from 
me cramming her handkerchief down 
her throat, until I thought she would 
choke, and I thought it up to me to make 
good. 

" But, my dear sir," I began again. 

" Don't but me— don't sir me — sirrah 1 " 
he said. " Come, daughters, we will leave 
this evil minded man to himself It's a 
pretty how-de-do when a regular, or- 
dained Methodist minister cannot take 
his flock aboard a railway train without 
being called a bigamist I " 
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" Methodist — methodist. Oh, Lord ! 
Aren't you a Mormon ? You called them 
your daughters, aren't they yours ? " I 
gasped. 

The nectarine coughed up the handker- 
chief and gurgled. 

" Oh, Brother Smith, do you not see ? 
He took you literally when you called us 
daughters." 

Blamed if I could see the joke, but the 
whole car howled with joy, and I had to 
run the gauntlet of Christian Soldiers, to 
the smoking compartment. 

Honest, I'd rather been shot on the 
spot, or any other place they wanted to 
pick out. 

Then the fool conductor put the boys 
back in the smoke house next, and what 
they did to me was considerable. To 
square it, I had to send the porter back 
to the dining car for a bottle, which we 
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were going to tap as soon as the Crasaders 
turned in. 

Bob 8ample said he bad a headache, 
and would not wait for the festivities, so 
he turned in. When we got ready for the 
bottle it wasn't to be found, and one of 
them said Bob had carried it in to his 
berth, just for a josh. 

" He's such a tease," said I. " Where 
is he 7 I will get it, or drag him in here 
for a sacrifice." 

" In lower four," said one of the cut- 
throats. " He said he would leave it 
down at the foot, where we could get it 
easily, after having fun with you. Go 
get it and bring him along." 

Then I sneaked in to lower four, and 
fumbled around until I found the bottle. 
Taking it in one hand, and grabbing a 
bare foot with the other, I gave a yank, 
and the result was paralyzing. 
33 
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" Help— murder — thieves I " screamed a 
shrill female voice, and a kid commenced 
to howl at the same minute. It rattled 
me ' so, I did not think of anything but 
hiding, so I yanked open the curtains of 
the opposite berth and ducked in. 

" Spare me I spare me I " shrieked 
another feminine voice. "There is my 
gold, but spare my life!" and I felt a 
long stocking thrust into my hand, 
which my fingers clutched instinctively. 

The Christian Soldiers were game all 
right, for. they came hopping out of 
their berths like rabbits. If they had 
had their battle-axes, I think they would 
have made a hamburger of me. It was the 
first time I ever saw a female army repel 
a night attack, and it was an amazing 
sight. 

" S-h-h-h — ^silence I and I will not harm 
you — otherwise I cannot answer for the 
consequences I " I hissed. 
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*' Why, oh why, did I ever leave the 
safety of my dear delightful home and go 
out into the wicked world I Such a death 
— alone — among strangers, oh, 'tis fear- 
ful," shrieked she. " Oh, good Mr. Robber, 
good, bad, bold Mr. Robber 1 Spare me ! 
The blow will kill Mama, I am her only 
daughter." Her wig was draped around 
the clothes hammock, her teeth lying on 
the window ledge, and she gummed her 
words like they were hot mush. It 
tickled me so I would have shouted had 
my own condition been less critical. 

"Hist! O Damaged Remnant on the 
Shelf of Time, hist ! " spat I through 
my teeth, like a ten, twent', thirt', heavy 
on the kerosene circuit : " hist, and I will 
not fire I YouT life's b-1-u-u-d pays the 
forfeit else I " and I clapped my hand 
over her mouth and focused the kid's 
bottle on her. One look into the frown- 
ing muzzle of the Infant's Friend settled 
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it, and giving a last expiring squeak, she 
ducked out of sight under the covers. 

The Commander, Brother Smith, had 
on one of those stocking-like night caps. 
In the excitement it got pulled down 
over his head, and he thought he was the 
victim and was being garroted, and his 
arms were going like flails, and landing 
on every one in reach. 

" What is the trouble here ? " said the 
conductor to lower four. 

"Oh, sir, I do not know," said she. 
" I was lying asleep with baby on my 
arm, when I heard a gruff, brutal voice, 
and the next instant some one seized me 
and tried to drag me from my berth. It 
frightened me terribly, and baby, I am 
afraid, is going into convulsions. The 
ruffian was gone before I saw him, and 
that is all I know of it." 

" Check up the car," said the conductor 
to the porter ; " he must be in here, for I 
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was up front, and you say you were at 
the rear door ? " " Yessah, I suah wus 
sah, nothin' but a hant could a got by 
me." 

They called the roll, and it checked all 
right until it got to my spinster's berth. 

" Who's in here ? " said the conductor. 

" Just a lady goin' to N'Ohleans," an- 
swered the porter. 

" Well, we will see," he said, and he 
yanked the curtains back and showed me 
up holding a bead on the poor spinster 
with the kid's bottle. 

" That's him," said Bob Sample, " caught 
with the goods on him. What have you 
in that stocking ? " 

" It's my purse," said my shop-worn 
prisoner. " Take him away ; the sight of 
him makes me ill." 

They yanked me out into the isle in the 
midst of the army, and there stood the 
nectarine, holding her sides and shaking. 
37 
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She was wise to the fact that highwaymen 
do not go armed with milk bottles, but 
the rest of them had not thought of that. 

" So, ho, young man I That's your 
game, is it ? " said Brother Smith. " Con- 
ductor, you should wire ahead and turn 
him over to the police up the line. I 
did not like his looks, and his insulting re- 
marks were enough to prove him capable 
of anything. For shame 1 " said he to 
me, '^ such a man I to go about robbing 
helpless women I " 

" But I am not a robber," I began ; 
" these gentlemen here will vouch for me. 
Bob, tell them who I am." 

"Well, I've heard of able bodied 
nerve," said he. " But yours is the limit. 
I never moved in highwayman circles 
and never saw you until to-night, so 
I really could not say who you are." 

" Come on, Sampson, you tell," said I, 
appealing to him, seeing no hope from Bob. 
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" Not having my Rogues' Gallery album 
with me, I could not say, but from a 
picture I saw in the Police Gazette^ I be- 
lieve you are Hinky Splitz, the diamond 
thief.'' 

"Oh, come, now, fellows, that's rub- 
bing it in. Cut it out or they will pinch 



me." 



The conductor caught on, and they 
strung me until I was nearly nutty, 
while the Christian Soldiers resumed 
their bivouac. 

When I caught my breath, I thought 
of my Babe. There she is at home em- 
broidering the doilies for us to start 
housekeeping on, and me out here wig- 
wagging a strange bundle of taflfeta, and 
trying to start something. 

Edward, you're a dog I 

But what the deuce is a fellow to do ? 
Run? 

I pass it up to St. Anthony. 

39 









CHAPTER FOUR 

HE ADOPTS A BABY^THROUGH MIS- 
PLACED CONFIDENCE 

people are bom with viB> 
□ ; some have it beaten 
9 them ; and others never 
tve. 

just missed the platform 
the last train on that 
.s,»te, and I'm going to peti- 
tion the Old Man to send a nurse out 
with me. 

Some day when I have a roll worth 
while, I will buy a large, juicy gold 
brick, or go broke trying to show the 
man behind the gun which shell the 
little ball is under. 

You have heard the campaign orator 
(ell what a wise guinea the Commercial 
40 
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Traveler is ; keen, alert, world-wise, and 
all that rot about contact with people 
sharpening his wits until he's keener 
than a two-edged sword. 

I deny the soft impeachment, and for 
proof offer myself as a bright and shining 
Lample of the gena« aas, with a big " A." 

After running at large as much as I 
have, and getting this handed me, there 
can be no further question. 

The other day, while bowling merrily 
Mameward, I was sitting in the car at- 
tending to my own knitting. When we 
were about fifty miles out, a nice, refined, 
young matron, who looked a thorough- 
bred, sitting in front of me, turned around, 
and with one of those man-killing smiles 
I have never learned to resist, asked me 
if I would take care of baby while she 
got off at the next station to speak to a 
friend. '^ Baby was so unused to the cold 
air she feared he would catch cold if she 
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took him out, and since she saw I wore 
the button, and hubby was one of us, she 
made bold to ask me merely to watch the 
dear — ^he is always good — ^^and trusted she 
did not intrude," and a lot more man- 
come-along-you're-hooked talk that I 
swallowed greedily. 

I told her it would not be the slightest 
trouble, but a pleasure ; that I doted on 
the tootsy-wootsums anyway, and, to make 
it strong, I suggested that I hold it and 
give it my watch to drive nails into the 
seat with. She was so sweet and gracious, 
I hugged his kidlets to my bosom and 
began playing entertainer. 

After I had exhausted all the stunts in 
my repertoire, the kid got restless, and 
seemed to sigh for something not on the 
bill. I thought he was teething, and 
could flim-flam him into chewing the 
watch instead of using it as a hammer. 

It takes a grade one diplomat to man- 
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ager one of those little messengers of glad- 
ness, don't it? I did not mind his bang- 
ing up the case, but hated to have the 
movement rusted, so sneaked the watch 
away. 

Tootsums evidently was not used to 
being opposed, for he let out a series of 
yells that attracted general attention. 

I had never studied them to any ex- 
tent, and thought hunger was gnawing 
his vitals, so I had the train boy bring 
some bananas and taffy. 

He was a generous little cuss, for he 
would take a chew, then insist on shov- 
ing the rest of the banana down my 
throat, chirruping " goo-dad-da-goo." 

Any fond Mama knows that means, 
" Papa, share with me," but I was not 
wise to his lingo, although I soon 
learned more about it than I had ever 
known. 

If you want to make good with 'em, 
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give 'em variety. They hunger for 
change worse than a capricious woman. 

Soon the banana gag got stale, and he 
seemed still hungry, so I gave him my 
keys to feed on. He seemed to get great 
sustenance and pleasure from them — for 
a minute, and I hoped it would last until 
Mama came. The train started, and I 
thought of course Mama had got in the 
coach ahead, and would soon come and 
claim her prize. 

I am glad I had those keys attached to 
a chain, or they would have been lost to 
me. After I had dragged them back into 
the world several times, they palled on 
him, and he began demanding " Dinny, 
dad-da dinny," in tones that brooked no 
delay. 

Since Mama did not show up, I 
thought it up to me, so I unwrapped the 
taflPy and gave it to him, hoping it would 
choke him into silence. He went after 
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it like Romulus and Remus, and sweet 
peace reigned — for a minute. 

We were out ten miles by that time, 
and I asked the porter to go up and ask 
Mama to come back before the next up- 
heaval. I never saw anything like that 
kid, for he soon began to howl, and 
I had to do the teeter-totter with my 
knee, while I softly warbled " By-low-by- 
low, Mama's gone a gossiping. By-baby- 
by-ho." He liked that, and encored it 
with several goo-goos, and I had to tear 
off the lullaby again. 

Then it occurred to him that the taffy 
was good stuff and he assaulted it again. 
" Goo dad goo,'' said he, as he made a 
carom on both my eyes with the sticky 
mess. In the scrimmage I lost my hat 
and did not have enough hands just then 
to reach for it. 

A light like a halo broke over that 

seraphim when he saw the glorious pos- 
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sibilities of that field, and he started in 
on a tafiy shampoo and massage. 

It was getting almost unbearable, but I 
had the undivided attention of the whole 
car, so could not chuck him out the 
window. 

The porter came back saying, " Mama 
got in a hack at the last station and drove 
away. Looks like you've adopted that 
youngstah, Boss." 

Then the cold, gray truth dawned on 
me! 

"The bunc again," I groaned. "I'll 
give you a ten spot to take it off my 
hands. I don't mind playing nurse 
maid for awhile, but I'm no foundling 
asylum." 

" Kain't do it, Boss," said he. " You 
will have to establish youh identification, 
and turn it over to the propah author- 
ities." 

Then that little leather lunged fiend 
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thought it time to get busy, and he be- 
gan to whoop like a Piute. 

I would have given a tenner for a vial 
of chloroform just then; but, nothing 
doing in narcotics. 

A nice, motherly S. P. C. A. looking 
woman came over and said, " He must be 
teething. How old is he ? " 

"I — I — don't know," I answered; 
" guess it's just pure fiendishness, though, 
that is troubling him." 

"Don't know? Well, that is rather 
singular to say the least. It is a great 
mistake for a mother to trust an infant 
of that age alone with its father. AH 
men are either ignorant of, or indifferent 
to, infantile ills." 

"But madam, it isn't mine," I said. 
^' I. am merely playing nurse for a lady I 
neVer saw before. She got off at the last 
station and left it with me. Won't you 
have the goodness to try to quiet it ? " 

47 



Representing John Biarshall & Co. 



" Oh, I see, I see," said she, raising her 
brows, " and I must ask to be excused." 

By that time we had every one in the 
car crowded around us, and I. overheard 
the S. P. C. A. woman explaining the 
situation. 

Between whoops I caught — 

" The inhuman wretches ! " " They are 
trying to abandon it I" "Shocking!" 
6ic« , e vC. 

The kid let off a yelp about every tele- 
graph pole, until we got to the next sta- 
tion, and I was getting crazier every min- 
ute, foi; the second stop wa^s home and 
Mame might be at the station with the 
trap, to meet me. 

I thought it might get enough fun out 
of my sample case to quiet it until I 
could notify the Orphan's Home, so I 
opened the case, and that made a hit, for 
it shut off and got busy. 

He seemed really to enjoy yanking the 
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tops oflf my dried fruit and tea-boxes, and, 
after he had made an omelet of the 
samples, and smashed a bottle of salad 
dressing in it all, his enthusiasm knew 
no bounds, and he crowed from pure joy, 
while plastering up my eyes and nose 
with the truck. 

I heaved a sigh and submitted in 
silence, for I saw the white winged dove 
of peace descending on us, thinking there 
were enough samples to hold out until 
we got home. 

I did not mind looking like the boy 
target at the egg throwing match, so long 
as the calm lasted, but when we pulled 
into the station, I heard a bevy of girls 
kissing good-bye, and one concussion 
sounded familiar. I looked out and al- 
most swooned ; for there was Mame I 

I ducked, but too late, for she had 
already seen me. 

" You old tease," she crooned through 
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the open window. ^'Come on out, I 
want to introduce you to some of my 
girl friends whom I have been visiting." 

"Would be delighted," I mumbled, 
chucking the kid down out of sight, 
"but I have a sprained ankle — no, rheu- 
matism, and cannot walk." 

"Why you poor old dear," she said 
softly. "I'll come right in and take care 
of you." 

" Oh, no — no don't — never mind — 'tis 
nothing. It's really fun. Ha — ha — ha," 
I chortled as merrily as an undertaker 
when the death rate is nothing per thou- 
sand. 

The way to make a woman do a thing 
is to tell her not to, so she came bouncing 
in. 

" Why you old dear, why did you not 

wire that you are sick ? I'm so sorry. I 

won't let you go to that old lonesome 

hotel. I will take you right up home 
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with me, and Mama and I will take care 
of you." 

I had thrown my top coat over the 
kid, and he was having such a good time 
frescoing the inside of it with the sample 
rhapsody that he had not yelled once. 

"Why, you don't seem a bit glad to 
see me," she pouted. "I came up to 
spend the day, and ride home with you 
for .a little surprise. Why don't you ask 
me to sit down ? " 

" Sit down, yes, do, by all means," I 
said, never making a move, and the cold 
sweat started trickling down my spine. 

"Thanks for the thoughtful invita- 
tion," said she, icily, picking up my coat. 

"Why, Edward I Where on earth! 
Whose ts it?" 

"I — I don't know," said I weakly. 
" Never saw it before. How do you sup- 
pose it got there ? Isn't it funny ? Ha, 
ha I" 
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" I quite fail to appreciate it," said she, 
"and I would like an explanation, and 
that at once." 

"All right. Sweetheart," I said, "sit 
down and I will tell you all about it." 

But before I could get my lie factory 
working, in came the grinning porter. 

" The conductah said to tell you all he 
has wired the asylum," said he. " They 
will have an ambulance at the station, 
and you all can turn it over to them, and 
no one need know." 

" Mister Ward," said Mame, looking a 
hole in me. "You need not bother 
going into details. Here is your ring, 

and, and Oh, Edward, how could 

you, when I trusted you so ? It will be in 
the papers, and every one will know, and, 
boo-hoo-hoo," and the deluge started. 

I could have squared it all right if it 
had not been for that S. P. C. A. dragon. 
She came over and said to Mame, " You 
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seem to know this — this person.^ ^ " Yes, 
worse than that," said Mame, " I am, or 
was engaged to him," stamping her foot, 
with those lamps of hers throwing off 
sparks like a dynamo. 

By Jove, I always thought her a 
Princess, but now I know she is a Queen. 

" Come on, child," spouts the sympathy 
fountain, " I have daughters of my own, 
and I appreciate your situation." 

She dragged Mame away and the whole 
bunch of hens swooped down on her like 
a sewing society on a new scandal, and I 
could hear, — "The wretch 1" "Engaged 
to that brute ? " " Fine family, too. 
Know her mother ! " " Double life." 
" Serves him right ! " "Oh, these drum- 
mers ! " 

Little Sunshine soon got tired playing 
the sample case medley and commenced 
to whoop again, and those old hens 
would have let him rupture a blood 
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vessel before oflfering to take, and quiet 
him. 

We got home after what seemed to be 
an endless trip, and Mame swept by me 
like an Empress, picking up her skirts as 
she passed, as though I were a nest of mi- 
crobes. 

I took my coat, and the mangled re- 
mains of my sample case under one arm, 
and his kidlets under the other, he 
whooping every minute, expecting to 
hand him over to the Sisters, and be free 
to go far away and hate myself. 

" You will have to come to the asylum 
with us," said the Sister, and s'help if I 
did not have to go and prove an alibi. 

I got the police and fire departments, 
and the S. P. C. A., and the health office, 
the Pinkertons, and the school board to 
work on the case, and it took a week to 
run down that unnatural mother. 

It took more diplomacy than it would 
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to avert a foreign war to square it with 
the Queen at that. 

I wonder that week did not drive me 
to the pipe, 

I won't tell even you, little book, about 
the reconciliation, and the executive ses- 
sion that followed between the Queen 
and me. Some things are sacred. 

I don't mind telling you this, however. 

The next derelict foundling who gets 
introduced to me, will have to show a 
clean bill of health, a pedigree clear back 
to Adam, and be vouched for by at least 
three reputable citizens in good standing. 
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HE TAKES THE gUEEN TO GRAND OPERA 

luck has changed. 

From no better it went to 
worse ; from worse, to Grand 
Opera. 

After I succeeded in squar- 
ing myself with the Queen I 
got puffed up with that Car- 
negie feeling, so I told her to pick out 
anything she wanted. 

Her Majesty ordered Grand Opera and 
I had to come through, for I ribbed it up 
myself; so I heaved a sigh, and six 
plunks into the money changer's window, 
and drew two pasteboards. 

Then I bought a cab and a hot house, 
and took a hurdle leap at my joyful rai- 
ment. 
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I just love a claw-hammer. The min- 
ute I break into one I get kittenish, and 
I have made myself seasick many times 
chasing the tail of mine. I told my tailor 
I couldn't keep my hands out of my trous- 
ers pockets, and he said he would fix them. 
He did. He gave the pockets of . my last 
pair absent treatment, and now I seem to 
have more hands than a centipede, legs, 
and they flop around aimlessly as the 
claws of a lobster. 

" Gotterdammerung " they called the 
show, and I would have gone even further 
than that had it not been for the ladies 
present. 

I've been against them all, from the 
lock trick to the ponies, but when it 
comes to getting the ready by false pre- 
tenses, that Opera bunc is the System. 
Lots of singing, but not a dance in the 
whole blamed show, — and the chorus — 
where, oh, where, did they gather that 
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collection of buds from the last year's 
Easter bonnets ! Dance ? They didn't 
even do a march, — and they wore skirts I 
A chorus in skirts I Imagine I 

One guy broke out of the wings look- 
ing like he was meaty with gags. " This 
the monologue champion; here's where 
you get yours, Edward," thinks I, expect- 
ing him to sail into a talking turn. 

The Drum Major rapped the music 
rack, a riot broke out in the orchestra, 
and s'help me if that geezer didn't have an 
eruption in Portuguese, and I never got a 
look-in for my money. I picked up 
some valuable points for my deportment 
department though, by following the 
Queen. 

I guess it wasn't worth six to see her 
throwing the lugs ? She had on one of 
those soft, fluffy, black silk dresses, cut 
short at the top, and long at the bottom, 
and when she looked 'em over through 
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her handled specs, she made that bill- 
board baby coming down the steps for 
the three-fifty kicks look like an also 
ran. 

She really enjoyed seeing the tenor 
have pains, too, and that surprised me ; 
but I never was wise to women. 

One can't tell which way th6y will hop, 
or where they will light. 

He came out looking like he had an 
attack of cholera infantum, and told the 
prima-donna lady as much about it as the 
orchestra would let him. 

She was a hard-hearted wretch, and it 
never touched her ; but the rain fall out in 
front among the women was way above 
normal. 

"Oh, such tenderness, such pathos, 
such heavenly suflfering 1 " murmured the 
Queen. 

" Poor chap, it seems about his middle 
register; don't it?" said I, cutting into 
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the musical lingo like I was wise to it, 
just because he had his hands clasped 
under his heart. " S-s-h I do not jest ; it is 
sacrilege ; why don't you applaud ? " said 
the Queen. And me sitting there as 
comfortable as a thousand legged worm 
on a red-hot skillet and acting my 
prettiest ! 

I broke out in a storm of spontaneous 
applause and split a new pair of kids. 
Two bones more to the debit, and the 
supper afterwards makes a ten spot look 
like the hole in a doughnut. 

Just twenty-three to the bad for an 
evening of celestial music. 

Oh, Gotter-Gotterdammerung ! 

The next time I give up six to hear a' 
fat prima donna have convulsions, and a 
blond tenor bark at me in a foreign 
tongue, I go by proxy. Me for the Gaiety 
where a wad like that will buy a season 
ticket, and they do knock-a-bout in 
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English. Why, say! I saw the Dizzy 
Duchess Company down there the other 
night, put up a show for two bits that 
would skin that Vogner bunch two laps 
to the verst, and the Duchess girls run- 
ning sewed up in coffee sacks as a 
handicap. 

Who cares! The Queen had a good 
time 1 .,, . . ' ' 



61 



CHAPTER SIX 

HE MAKES A POUTICAL ADDRESS 

LIKE to be around when 
there's something doing, all 
right, but no more days like 
this for mine 1 

After I had contributed 

my mite of ossified cod-fish 

and health giving breakfast 

foods to the famine sufferers of Milville, 

I took the train for Kodosh. 

I was sitting in the car thinking about 
my Babe, and smoking like a little gentle- 
man, when we stopped at a tank town 
and in came a lot of pirates with red 
labels on them stamped " Reception Com- 
mittee." 

"That's him," said one. 

" Bring him along," said another. 
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Then one of those mental runts that 
always shine on reception committees 
butts in and anchors onto my lapel. 

" Ha, ha, Mr. Bevins, you thought you 
would slip through our beautiful little 
city quietly^ did you? No more could 
you travel unheralded and unsung than 
could a King travel incognito. The pop- 
ulace awaits to do you homage! Make 
way, make way 1 " 

" But," I began, " I am not " 

, " No ifs, nor ands, nor buts," he said, 
" the public demands a sight of you, and 
a popular idol of the people, such as you, 
should gratify them. We know you are 
worn out, but just gratify them by a 
sight of you, and a few words." And be- 
fore I could explain they made a tandem 
play and I landed on the station platform 
in the thick of the mob. The band 
struck up " Hail to the Chief," and the 
crowd yelled itself hoarse. They yanked 
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me into a decorated dray and the rummy 
with the stunted intellect waved his 
arms and commanded silence. 

" Ladies and Gentlemen," he said, " we 
have arranged a treat for you, and, we 
trust, a neat little surprise for our be- 
loved standard bearer. 

" We virtually kidnapped him, and, 
while he is so surprised that he cannot 
make an extended talk, he will favor you 
with a few words. I take boundless 
pleasure in introducing to you that peer- 
less patriot, the idol of the masses, the 
Honorable Mr. Bevins, our candidate for 
Congress." 

"Speech! speech!" the mob yelled. 
They were mostly coal miners with their 
holiday skates on, and I had to make a 
spiel or be hung. I did not know 
whether that gang was Populist, Presby- 
terian, or Prohibition, and muttering a 
silent prayer I stepped out and said : 
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" Ladies and Gentlemen I The pleas- 
ure is all yours 1 I cannot express my 
pleasure and gratification at seeing you. 
The boundless enthusiasm you show is 
but a forerunner of the tidal wave to 
follow which will sweep this country as 
it never was before." 

" Oh, joy I Listen to our boy orator I " 
some one yelled, and that gave me the 
buck fever worse than ever. I had heard 
about the magnetic treatment for subdu- 
ing rough necks, so I rose right up on my 
hind legs and shouted : 

" Fel-1-o-w C-i-t-i-zens 1 our glorious 
party stands for all that is noble, broad 
guage, just and right; and when the 
votes are counted on election day, our 
corrupt opponents will find that a long 
sufiering people has arisen in its wrath, 
and swept them from the earth. 

"You ask for my views? You shall 
have them : I stand for the highest 
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tariff that can be built to protect the 
bone and sinew of this glorious Nation, 
the American laboring man, and to keep 
out the scum of Europe. (My audience 
was mostly Bohunks.) I believe with 
all my soul in the gold standard. I be- 
lieve that the laborer is worthy of his 
hire, and, if the so-called trust magnates 
have the gray matter to get the coin, it's 
theirs to have and to hold, and I believe the 
gallows the place for the man who would 
deprive them of their legitimate gain. 

"As to Imperialism, I own to it 
proudly. I hope to see the day when 
our glorious country is the greatest em- 
pire the sun ever shone on. The Hessian 
hirelings of the opposition accuse us of 
militarism I As well accuse Washington, 
Jackson, Lincoln ! As for me, I hope to 
see the day when we have a standing 
army of a million men to repulse foreign 

foes if need be, or to throttle the grim 
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spectre of Anarchism and Socialism 
which threatens us ! " 

As a Daniel Webster I won't do. 

Some one started rough-house and it 
wound up in a Donnebrook fair, and 
things began to happen with alarming 
frequency. 

"Tar and feather himl" "He is a 
Judas, hang the traitor ! " — and they 
charged on my forum. 

How I got out of that mess and on the 
train I don't know, but the conductor, 
disgusted, but responsible for his freight, 
gave the signal to pull out and we es- 
caped amid a volley of rocks and garbage. 
I think if they hadn't been having such 
a lovely time beating each other up, the 
mob would have murdered me, but 
thanks to Providence, a young and 
promising life was saved again. 

" Got oflF on the wrong foot, didn't 
you ? " asked the conductor. 
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" I must have said something to offend 
them," said I, "but I cannot imagine 
what." 

" Something ? " said the conductor, dis- 
gustedly. "Oh, no, you didn't say a 
thing offensive ! A spiel like that is just 
the sort to hand a bunch of wild-eyed 
Socialists." 

" Great guns I " said I, " are they Social- 
ists ? " 

" Thirty-third degree 1 " said he. 

That's me ! 

If it were raining radium a block 
away, I would get run over by an asphalt 
roller, and every one else would beat me 
to it. 

Cheer up, comrade, for to-morrow we 
are going to see the girl we left behind 
us. 
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HE ALMOST BREAKS UP A HOME 




^Y mind is made up to one 
thing. 

When the Queen takes me 
for Prince Consort, we char- 
ter a canal-boat for the hon- 
eymoon or the Queen goes 
alone. After what I saw to- 
night, I take no chances. 

When the train stopped at Rushville, 
we heard a commotion equal to a female 
basket-ball game, and a bunch of male 
Lizzies broke into the car with arms full 
of white ribbons and big placards. They 
decorated the section in front of me to a 
standstill. One sign read, " Just married 
and lonesome. Talk to us." Another, 
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" Informal reception, everybody invited '' ; 
and there were others. 

When they had the stake and fagots 
ready, one of them gave the word to the 
cackling guineas outside. 

In came twenty Giddy Young Things 
bearing the victims. 

The bride stood the gaff better than 
the groom. He was a husky boy, too, 
big enough for centre on a football team, 
but running the gauntlet down the church 
aisle to be sentenced, and the home recep- 
tion afterwards had him locoed. 

He was as red as a lobster and breath- 
ing hard, and did not look like he would 
last the limit. 

When he saw the decorations, and the 
bunch kept bombarding him with rice, 
his knees gave way, and he flopped down 
in the seat — all in. 

He would have taken the count right 
there if the bell hadn't saved him and 
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the train started, while the bunch fell 
off and fired a final volley of old shoes 
through the window. 

Of course Birdie thought it was apo- 
plexy, or heart failure, and she got 
hysterical. 

That brought him round, but I thought 
the poor chap would collapse when she 
grabbed, and commenced kissing him, 
and handing him the mushy talk. 

"Naughty big boy, how he frightened 
his dirlums ! S'ame op him I Isn't he a 
hU sorry and does he really, really love 
his itty bitty dirl?" 

George wanted to do the handsome all 
right, but wanted to tell about it in whis- 
pers, but Birdie didn't know there was 
another soul on the train, so she talked 
right out in meeting. 

I stood for it about thirty miles, then 

I sneaked my little grip and started for 

the smoke-house, to see if a little Scotch 
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wouldn't brace me up. Honest, I was 
seasick I 

In a little while here came George. 
He was a decent-looking chap, and the 
boys made room, and we made him up a 
ball and soon had him smoking and his 
nerve coming back. 

"Say, it's fierce, ain't it," said he? 
"Any of you fellows been down the 
line? No? Well, take an old timer's 
advice, and when you get ready, just 
sneak ofi* to a Justice of the Peace, and 
cut out these trimmings. Another hour 
would have had me in the crazy house ! 
Whew ! I went up the hill ahead of a 
company at Santiago, but that's making 
fudge compared to this." 

One of the boys started a story which 
relaxed him, and I saw the worst was 
over, so I started back to my seat. Just 
then we ran into a long tunnel, and for 
some reason, the train stopped. The 
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porter had not expected that, and had not 
lighted up. 

When I reached my seat I dropped 
into it, and was paralyzed to feel a pair 
of soft arms giving me the strangle hold, 
and to feel a kiss laid on my lips which 
reminded me of home. Maybe it was 
the surprise, but I did not hasten the 
break-away. 

" Big, bad, bad fellow, to run away to 
see about the tickets when his tootsums 
was so lonely I I thought he was never 
tummin back" — smack — "and he al- 
most missed this nice dark tunnel " — 
smack — " and it would serve him right 
never to det to tiss his iddleums aden " — 
smack I 

There was not a thing wrong with the 
kisses ; they graded up with any I had 
ever met up with, but it certainly was 
obtaining goods under false pretenses, so 
I tried to break away. It was just like 
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trying to lose a poor relation, for she laid 
her pompadour on my wishbone and 
pouted. 

" It's just like you men. You make us 
poor women love you to destraction, 
and before the honeymoon is a day 
old, are cold and cruel, — I almost wish 
I " 

It was getting desperate and I tried to 
disentangle, but she had her hands 
clasped plump around my neck. Seeing 
nothing else would do I said, sternly, 
" Madam, you are terribly mistaken." 

" Boo-hoo-hoo Tnadam to me, on our 
honeymoon ; oh, George, how can you be 
so heartless? Oh, if Mama could hear 
that. Boo-hoo-hoo. ' ' 

" My dear lady, for heaven's sake, re- 
lease me," I pleaded. 

" Why George, how strange your voice 
sounds I " 

*' I'm Thot George, and if you don't want 
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a divorce on your hands you had bet- 
ter " 

She let out a shriek that brought every 
one in the car on a run, including George. 
The porter struck a light and George was 
as penitent as an old time lifer who's 
been out sitting up with a sick friend 
and gets in at 4 a. m. 

" What is it, my precious, tell your hus- 
band," said he, swelling up with pride. 
'* Who has dared to frighten my angel ? " 

" Oh, George, let this be a lesson ; you 
must never, never leave me alone again," 
and she threw some more fits. 

"Calm yourself, my heart's delight, 
and tell me what the trouble is. Has 
some one offended you ? " 

She puUeid her mitts away from her 
eyes and focused a finger on me. 
" George, dearest, that man, — ^that man — 
kissed me " 

"You miserable pup," yelled George. 
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" Right here's where you get your harp 
and wings, Edward," thinks I, and all 
my past deeds, good and bad, flashed be- 
fore me like a kinetoscope picture, before 
he landed. 

Wow I but he had a punch like Fitz- 
simmons, and I thought I had swallowed 
my diaphragm. We had about two min- 
utes jiu-jitsu before they pried us apart, 
and after things got calmed down, and I 
explained that I wasn't a despoiler of 
new laid homes, we patched up a peace 
under the flag of truce. I feel like I had 
been playing punching bag to a Missouri 
mule though. 

Bridal couples should no more be al- 
lowed to run at large while the madness 
is on, than a dog with the hydrophobia. 
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CHAPTER EIGHT 

LOSES HIS TROUSERS 

should be no punish- 
: for assassinating the 
ige hotel clerk. 
f trouble started when 
e found me billed for a 
lay in Clinton. 
iNothing would do but that 
she should write some of her seminary 
friends there to entertain me over Sun- 
day, to keep off the lonelies. 

I saw it was going to break into some 
of my arrangements, for a lot of the boys 
Sunday there, and there is always a good 
little game of draw in some one's room. 

I balked, but she stood pat, and that 
settled it. 

I don't know of anything I enjoy like 
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breaking into a house full of strangers 
for Sunday dinner ! 

The strangers always enjoy me, too. 

I get the Charley-horse in my con- 
versation department at the kick-off, and, 
by the time the dessert gets around, I 
act like a paresis victim. 

I can go into a hotel dining-room like 
the charge of the Light Brigade, and 
I never saw the lunch counter I could 
not take by assault, in view of a million 
people, but these private home dinners 
put me all to the bad. 

The last one I went up against they 
brought me bouillon in a two-handled 
cup. 

I sat at the right of the hostess, and 
just opposite me sat her daughter, about 
broiler size. 

One of the guests asked me a sudden 
question, and I seized my cup in both 

hands and tossed off the contents. 
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It was so hot it melted the insulation 
around my lights, and for days after- 
wards, when I took a drink of water, I 
could hear it sizz. 

The broiler was dumbfounded, — and 
looked it ; but her mother simply said : — 
" Bring Mr. Ward another cup of tea, 
Nora. Ah, Mrs. Smith, you were say- 
mg 

Tea ? Bless her I 

The tears were running down my 
cheeks, and I believe they were partly 
tears of gratitude to that woman. 

That incident was not a nerve sedative, 
and along about salad time I dropped my 
knife with a clatter. 

When the girl brought another, I 
hastily tucked a large lettuce leaf in my 
lapel, and deposited my napkin in my 
plate and tried to carve it into bits. 

That was the longest dinner I ever en- 
joyed. 
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I lived on cracked ice and gruel for a 
week after it, and now, I would go miles 
out of my way to get around one. 

But to get back to present troubles. 

I reached Clinton late Saturday night, 
and wishing to look presentable at the 
gala feast of the next day, I left an order 
with the gnat-brained clerk to have my 
trousers pressed, and told him I must have 
them by ten Sunday morning. 

His feeble intellect seemed to grasp the 
importance of it, and he promised faith- 
fully, and I went to bed and slept as in- 
nocently as a little child, wotting not of 
the trials of the fair Sabbath to follow. 

At ten I arose. 

That is the first thing I do in the morn- 
ing, always. 

I rang for a boy and inquired why my 
trousers had not been returned. 

He went away. 

At ten thirty I rang again. 
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Another boy came. "Yes, sir," he 
would attend to it at once. 

I heard the church bells pealing. 

It was eleven I 

No boy : no trousers I 

The maid came to attend to her work. 

I had to refuse her admittance. 

Through the transom I beseeched her 
to send a boy. 

She would, — ^gladly. 

At eleven twenty there was a rap I 

I pulled the door ajar. There stood a 
man — a colored man. 

"Trousers, trousers?" said he inquir- 
ingly. 

" Trousers, yes, trousers," I said with 
some heat, " in Clinton they are pants. 
Give them to me ! " 

He • had only those he wore. He re- 
fused I 

I rang again. 

Another boy came. 
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I seized and dragged him into the 
room. 

" My pants or your life ! " I said, 
hoarsely, with a fearful disregard of the 
United States language. 

He begged, beseeched, implored I 

I relented,' on his promise to bring 
them at once. 

He bounded down-stairs and fled, with- 
out drawing his salary. 

It was then twelve I Dinner was to be 
at twelve. 

I went to a window and cried " help ! 
help I "to a passing policeman. 

He beat the elevator up-stairs. He 
was a new policeman. 

" Vat it vas ? " he cried. 

He was German. I did not care. 

I told him the clerk had embezzled 
my pants — I wanted the clerk, also my 
pants. 

He disappeared I 
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At one, he found the guilty wretch 
hiding in the coal bin. 

He brought the clerk. 

I accused ! He denied I 

I fell on him in the hallway, also in 
my pajamas. In my pajamas fell I on 
him, and smote hip and thigh I 

The policeman smote also — both of us, 
with generous impartiality. The din was 
terrific 1 

The maids came ! 

The guests came ! 

The landlord came ! 

" A madman ! " cried the landlord. 
" Turn in a riot call I " 

The Black Maria came with a squad of 
reserves. 

The street below became blockaded. 

" It is a fire I " some one cried. " Hotel 
fires are dangerous ! I will turn in a gen- 
eral alarm I " 

He did. 
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The fire department came I 

The chief broke through the mob in 
the hall. 

" Where is it ? " he cried. " Oh, ho, a 
riot : I will stop it I " 

He turned on the water. 

It was cold I 

It was wet I 

The remains of my pajamas clung to 
my shivering form like a Parisian bath- 
ing costume. 

They were new pajamas : pink pajamas I 

They faded frightfully and made me 
look like the tattooed lady. 

" What's this infernal din all about ? " 
demanded the Police Sergeant. 

"He lied to me, and embezzled my 
pants I " said I. " I demand his arrest for 
breeches of trust I " not being responsible 
for the bv/m mot in my excited state. 

"Disgorge!" I panted, pointing an 
avenging finger at the panting wretch, 
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He, the clerk, was not pretty ! 

The cold water on the coal dust made 
him look like a Beardsley drawing. 

" It is a mistake, a cruel, cruel mistake," 
he pleaded. " I sent them to the tailor 
and only forgot to send for them I " 

" Send now ! " I demanded. 

" It's no use," he cried, " the tailor has 
locked up and gone to Jackson for the 
day ! " 

I wilted ! 

There were ladies present ; many 
ladies. 

I thought of it, and allowed a police- 
man to escort me to my room. 

I fell on the policeman's neck and 
sobbed like a child. 

The fire chief went to the window and 
shouted, "Disperse, it's nothing; it's a 
false alarm ! " 

That was the unkindest cut of all ! 

To be beaten — soaked — robbed, is noth- 
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ing ; but to be called a " false alarm " 1 — 
The dinner could have been no worse. 

It was then two o'clock. 

By three there were only a few loiter- 
ers left in the street below. 

At three thirty there was a faint knock. 

" Come I " I said. 

It was a boy. He refused. 

I started to open the door. He threw 
in a card and fled. 

" The Misses Johnstone," the card read. 

Merciful heavens ! It was Mame's girl 
friends I 

What should I do ? 

Invite them up ? 

Impossible I 

Go down ? 

Impractical ! 

I rang. 

The elevator came up opposite my door, 
and stopped. 

" What is it ? " a boy cried. 

86 



:d 



Loses His Trousers 



" Come in ! " I said. 

" Not for mine ! " said the boy. " I stay 
in the cage. Be ready to drop her, Jim- 
mie, he may have another one." 

What should I do ? Happy thought : 
I would write. 

I wrote a lie. 

I told them I was ill — dangerously 
ill. 

They wished to do something for me. 

Through the note bearer I politely, but 
firmly, refused. 

No answer came and I breathed again. 

At four, came another knock. 

" Come ! " said I. 

A gentleman — an old gentleman in 
silk tile, and neat white whiskers ap- 
peared. 

To add to my joy there was another. 
It was a lady. 

My pajamas were drying on the radi- 
ator! 
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I had a sheet wrapped around me like 
a toga. 

I drew my mantle about me and tried 
to look unconcerned. 

One cannot impress strangers favorably 
when clad only in a sheet. 

He looked surprised. 

So did she. 

So did I. 

" Mr. Ward ? " he inquired. 

"I believe so/' I answered with rare 
intelligence. 

"I am Mr. Johnstone. This is Mrs. 
Johnstone. Our daughters tell us you 
are ill. We came to offer our services. 
We held dinner until two, and we 
thought it — er — a — little singular at 
least, you did not let us know the cause 
of your non-appearance, but since you are 
ill " 

" 111 ? " said I, forgetting myself, " why 
I never felt better in my life, — that is — I 
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mean— er — really, Mr. Johnstone, I must 
ask your pardon for my peculiar action, 
but I really cannot explain." 

" Oh, I trust we have not intruded. 
Our intentions were the best. We bid 
you good-day. Come, mother," said he, 
stiffly. 

" 111 ! " he snorted as he closed the door, 
" intoxicated is the right word " 

" What are our young men coming to ? " 
sighed Mrs. Johnstone. " I will write 
Mame's mother at once." 

I had been against that combination 
once, so I again bribed a boy with much 
silver to take a telegram, reading — 

" Mame : Believe nothing, or nobody. 
Await my letter. Judgment should be 
suspended until all returns in. Remem- 
ber the Maine. Edward." 

She waited. You'll do, Mame. Come 

any time and bring your trunk. 
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The following Monday at eight o'clock, 
I recovered my long lost pants. 
Then I slunk away. 
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over the road, hence I spurn your prof- 
fered gold. I'm going now. If I should 
catch you on one of those flat cars, I 
should be compelled to brain you with a 
tent peg ! " 

Then he winked, and I climbed on, 
and crawled under a parade wagon. 

How delightfully cozy, thought I. 

That was before it began to rain. 

It drizzled, then it pattered, then it fell 
down in sheets, and s' help me, I thought 
I would drown. The wagon boss, going 
over the train with a lantern, found me. 

" Come on out of that now, you lobster, 
while I beat you to death. Think this's 
the Hobo Hummer," said he. That 
cheered me up. He yanked me out, and 
I explained I was a Commercial Tourist 
on business bent, and that his physician 
had given me a prescription to deliver to 
him, and the bottle was in my grip. It 
acted immediately, and he took me back 
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to his coach and hung me up by the stove 
to dry. 

Things are delightfully informal on 
the road, and we were soon swapping 
truthful tales ; * chummy as a pair of re- 
tired sea captains. 

He handed me this — I had to stand for 
it, I was his guest 

" As I was saying," he began (he had 
not said a word), " this rain reminds me 
of the season of '94, no, 'twas '95 — danged 
if I don't believe I am mistaken and it 
was '94 — for 'twas the season Fanny, the 
elephant, quit acting ladylike and killed 
two keepers ; but no matter. We started 
on the long hike West after playing the 
New England circuit to bum biz, fer 
times was hard up Beantown way that 
year. We got down into Pennsylvany 
and blamed if we didn't run right into a 
coal strike, and then things vms blue ! 
We wus going up through the lake country 
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Northwest but the Ole Man kep' hearing 
about the good crops in Kansas, and he 
wired the advance agent to cancel all them 
dates, and tear out for Kansas like the 
Old Bay was after them. So we jumped 
from Pittsburg to Kansas City 'thout set- 
ting a peg. Before we left Pittsburg, the 
Ole Man called us all in the big top and 
told us how it wus. He said the big 
jump was going to take a heap of the 
long green, and intimated like it might 
cause a temporary stringency in the 
money market that 'ud last over the next 
pay-day, and he wanted to know how 
many of us 'ud stick and see him 
through. All of us ole timers knowed he 
wuz the goods, and the ghost 'ud walk 
as soon as we struck a pay streak : so we 
all sticks ; but a lot of them new pikers 
gits sore an' jumps their contracts. 

The O'Toole boys, known profeshonally 

as the De Moro troupe of trapeze artists, 
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gits a fake message that their dear / 
grandma was dying, so they hikes out. 
Their turn was a peach, too, and new 
then, and it cuts the Old Man up some, 
but he stans pat and never turns a hair. 

Lizzie Flannagan, as Mile. Auveme, the 
human catapault, who's shot out of a can- 
non from the summit of the big top, gits 
a command from Queen Victory to ap- 
pear before her, so she takes the first train 
for Noo York. 

Katie Schmidt, billed as Sefiorita 
Papinta, who's delighted all the crowned 
heads of Urope, gits a wire from a furrin 
Prince asking her to marry him, so she 
throws the con to the Ole Man, packs her 
ring costume in her portmunny, and fol- 
lows suit. 

Then we headed for Kansas City. It 
was rainin' hard when we got there, and 
by parade time she was fallin' in sheets, so 
we had to cut out the parade and trust to 
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the billin'. It kep' comin' reg'lar howso- 
ever and there wusn't enough paid bizness 
that afternoon to buy a new lemon ; (the 
one we had bein petrified), fer Billy 
Edwards, the boss dispenser of liquid re- 
freshments, and pervayor of large double- 
jointed camel-backed peanuts. 

Say I — if things looked blue in Pitts- 
burg, they looked black in K. C. fer the 
Ole Man had expected enough money there 
to git us down to Kansas, where the Rubes 
had enough to pay off the national debt, 
and their tongues wus hangin' out for a 
circus. 

We hoped the rain would let up before 
the night show, but it didn't, and the 
only people that showed up wuz the kid 
bill-passers and water carriers. So we 
folded our tents and stole away for the 
railroad yards. 

While we wuz loadin', the Ole Man 

hikes up town and hunts up a loan 
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shark, and after signin' a cast-iron double- 
barreled note, backed up by a lien an' 
chattel mortgage on the hull show, hide, 
boots and hair, he pries five hundred 
simoleons out of the shark and we hikes 
again. 

Now, five hundred ain't much of a 
stake when it comes to pay in' transporta- 
tion on the World'« Greatest Monster 
Menagerie an' Stoopendus Hipperdrome, 
buying feed fer man and beast, and payin' 
the licenses them jay town soaks a show 
fer. 

If them towns 'ud quit playing Robin 
Hood with shows, they'd find a great 
moral wave uv reform 'ud sweep throo 
the perfeshun an' the show wouldn't have 
to carry a gang uv grafters to separate 
the horny-handed Hirams from a king's 
ransom to git back the license money. 
As I wuz sayin', we wuz goin' to make 
short jumps over the Santa Fee to the 
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belt where the golden wheat hungered to 
be converted into show tickets, the rates 
of exchange bein' a bushel per paste- 
board. 

We got to lola and showed in the rain 
to about $300.00. The next place the 
great moral and educational a^gregashun 
wuz billed fer wuz Chanute, and our 
Jonah wuz right along. The hull blamed 
country wuz under water, and that night 
you couldn't a got two hundred bones 
out of the cash-box with a stummick 
pump. 

We thought we wuz up agin it right, 
when fickle fortune smiled upon us in 
the person of an undertaker. He seen 
them there pair of black and white 
spotted ring horses of ourn an' he fig- 
gered this way : If white is the thing fer 
kid's funerals, and black fer grown peo- 
ple's, why wouldn't them pair of black 
and white spotted ones do fer both, and 
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save the expense of one pair of horses 
and a heap of feed. So he gives the Ole 
Man four hundred fer the pair, which 
same wuz like robbin' a blind kid uv his 
candy. I seen the briny creepin' up in 
the Ole Man's eyes when he let 'em go, 
and danged if I didn't feel like I'd tried 
to swallow a chinay aig. 

With this money, we moves on to In- 
dependence. That were the Rubicon, fer 
we knowed that one more jump would 
put us on the shady side of easy street, 
because we was goin' to double back 
across the state just behind the harvest, 
an' follow it up to Noobrasky. We got 
into Independence, and fer the fust time 
in forty days and forty nights, we sees 
dry weather an' things looking up. The 
canvas men wuz throwin' up the animal 
tent, an' I wuz havin' the ponies hooked 
up to the trap, so's the Ole Man could 
go up town an' arbitrate with the 
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mayor about payin' the license in ad- 
vance. 

While we wuz gettin' ready, who should 
come swingin' across the lot, carryin' a 
big grip, but Charley Peters, foreman of 
advertisin' No. 2 Car. When the Ole 
Man sees him he bawls out " Hello ! 
What in blazes you doin' here ? What's 
wrong ? Where's the car ? " 

Charley was supposed to be a hun- 
dred miles ahead follerin' up No. 1 Car, 
patchin' up damaged paper, thro win' hot 
air into rural editors, to print free readers 
he'd write, an' doin' gineral missionary 
work to keep the population on edge and 
hungry like. When it come to dispensin' 
hot air, Charley was the eighteen karat, 
Simon pure goods. He could toss out a 
line of talk that 'ud make a Vermont 
farmer open up his strong-box and buy 
stock in an air-ship factory. If it hadn't 
been for one failin' he'd owned a show 
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that 'ud make Barnum's in its palmy 
days look like a Punch and Judy at a 
county fair. His besettin' sin wuz a love 
fer the joyful juice. Two or three times 
he had dumb the ladder uv fame, almost 
to the top rung, only to fall off with a 
thud that jarred the spirits market. 

The Ole Man found him barkin' fer a 
little one ringer cross-country concern, 
and his spiel showin' him a pearl of 
price, the Ole Man annexed him, an' 
soon made him head advertisin' man. 

" Hello," says Charley. " I found out, 
when I went through here, that publick 
sentiment wuz headin' dead agin circuses 
an' I thought I'd drop back and help 
you stem the tide. How's biz ? " 

" Business ? Hell I " sez the Ole Man, 
eloquent like, an' Charley judged it wuz 
punk. 

"Seen any of the paper?" sez Char- 
ley. 
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" No. What's the matter with it ? " sez 
the Ole Man. 

" Come on an' see the boards over by 
the depo'," sez Charley, " and learn some- 
thin' new in the art of billin'." 

Well, a lot of us trailed over to where 
the big boards stand along by the depo'. 
Comin' along the part showin' the savage 
beasts in the wild grandeur uv their na- 
tive jungle there wuzn't nothin' out of 
lin6, but when we gits up to where the 
performers wuz throwed on the boards 
we seen a sight that made the Ole Man's 
hair raise, and started his cussin' works 
goin' elegant. 

"Of all the blankety blank nerve I 
ever seen ! " he muttered. " What dasted, 
chuckle-headed idiot done it?" and he 
paced up and down pullin' out wisps of 
hair and cussin' soft and fluent as a gov- 
ernment mule-whacker. When some 
men cusses, it sounds harsh and wicked ; 
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an' others can pour out a string of cuss 
words smoother 'n molasses runnin' out 
uv a bung; gurglin' along in a nice 
steady stream-sorter soothin' and restful 
like. The Ole Man can do it beautiful, 
and I like to hear him. 

" I done it ! " sez Charley, boastful-like, 
when the Ole Man had run down. 

" You ! " howled the Ole Man. " What 
the blankety blank blank, is the matter 
with you, have you gone clean nutty ? " 

Well I'm danged if every female form 
divine on them there boards from the 
Bicycle kids up to Miles. Papinta an' 
Auverne didn't have a long black paper 
skirt pasted on 'em clean down to the 
heels, an' they air had on sky pieces like 
Salvation Army bunnets. Every man 
had a pair of these here pajamany 
lookin' things pasted on him an' the 
whole bunch looked like a Quaker 
meetin' run amuck. 
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" No nutty fer mine," sez Charley, 
sweetly, when the Ole Man stopped fer 
breath. 

*' See them tents over there ? " — pointin' 
to a pair of tents across the lot 'most as 
big as our big top. 

" Yes, but what in the blazes has that 
got to do with it ? " 

"Jes' subside an' I'll put you wise," 
sez Charley. " A few days ago," he sez, 
" this town wuz struck by a great moral 
wave uv righteousness, which shook it 
from turret to foundation stone. One uv 
them tents covers the rip-roarenist halle- 
lujah camp-meetin' ever pulled off in 
Kansas, and the hull town is dotty on re- 
ligion. The other canvas is the corral 
for all, the Holy Roller preachers on this 
range. Conference, they call it, where 
they map out the routes for the next sea- 
son. They are runnin' a book together, 
an' started a campaign agin all the gilded 
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palaces of sin, an' have closed up tight- 
er'n wax, the billiard hall, bowlin' alley 
and opery house ; even confiscated the 
ping-pong set from the Y. M. C. A. by 
way of snatchin' a few more brands from 
the burnin'. TheyVe clean daft, an' 
think a circus a trap fer the ongodly laid 
by Ole Nick hisself. Somethings got to 
be did, fer the roads is bad an' country 
people can't git in, an' the town people 
don't dare break away an' come to the 
show." The Ole Man turned green, but 
he did not holler. " I met with the 
brothers when I wuz here," sez Charley, 
an' explained to 'em that the unchaste 
pictures wuz the result of a horrible mis- 
take made by our printing house sendin' 
out a wrong batch, an' the boys on No. 1 
Car, havin' no others, had to use 'em. 
Told 'em our great moral aggregashun 
didn't have a feetur' that 'ud bring the 
blush uv shame to a statoo. It helped 
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some, but didn't convert 'em all. We'll 
have to go over to their mornin' sesshun 
and labor with 'em. Better have the pa- 
rade at twelve; and have all the girls 
wear macintoshes." 

We all goes back to the show lot, and 
Charley gives his grip to Billy, the thirst 
quencher, an' tells him to guard it with 
his life. At ten o'clock the Sky Pilots 
• had morning rehersal, er team-practice, 
er somethin' like that, so Charley bor- 
rows the ring-master's Prince Albert and 
the Ole Man's tile, an' puts on a turn- 
down collar an' a lawn tie, an' sails over 
to their tent. The Ole Man an' me, an' 
some of the boys sneaks along behind to 
see the big doin's. 

Well, Charley goes up and introduces 
hisself to the ticket taker as Rev. Phi- 
lander Nottingan, and they takes him up 
to the reserved seat section an' sets him 

down. 
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After a lot of the others had made 
their spiel, Charley gits up and asks the 
main gazabe if he can address the meetin', 
to correct a wrong impression which has 
got abroad. 

The gazabe gives the word, and Charley 
mounts the stage an' the Ole Man an' me 
holds up a flap an' listens. " Brothers," 
sez he, " I've had the pleasure of meetin' 
a few of you in the flesh, an' to them I 
haven't so met, I assure you I'm with 
you in the spirit." That must have been 
a cue, for a bald-headed man down in 
front hollers out, " Amen." " I'm a 
travelin' evangelist, an' while I acknowl- 
edge no creed but the broad one of hu- 
manity, I know you will listen to me in 
Christian forbearance. I have the honor 
— I say honor — to represent a most worthy 
institooshun, which has been vilely slan- 
dered — ^the Trans- Atlantic Shows." Them 
old boys just gasped, an' one of them 
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blurted out : " A showman dressed in 
the garb of the cloth — a wolf in sheep's 
clothin' ! " and he throwed up his initts 
an' rolled his eyes clean up into his 
head. 

We thought they wuz going to toss 
Charley out by acclamation ; but he stood 
pat, so they cooled down and he goes on : 
" As I have already explained to part of 
the brothers — the printing company made 
a most grievous mistake, sending our 
posters. I've told you how we happened 
to use them. But a thing I didn't ex- 
plain is the purpose for which we travel. 
The Management believes in practical 
Christianity. They have brought to- 
gether at enormous expense, a monster 
menagerie of rare wild beasts, an' they go 
about doin' good, by interesting the youth 
of this broad land, in the wonders of na- 
ture, in natural history, zoology, bugology, 
snakeology," and he rattles off enough 
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learned names to stampede a convention 
of Boston schoolmarms. 

" In addition to instructing the youth 
mentally and guiding him morally, the 
Management believes in looking after 
his bodily welfare ; and to compass this 
— them's his words — to compass this, they 
carry with them a troup of trained athe- 
letes who meet in friendly tests of skill, 
which our youth would do well to emu- 
late. These artists have been educated in 
the leading theological schools of Amer- 
iky. There is not one thing connected 
with our traveling school of physical cul- 
ture and moral guidance, which would 
offend one of you honorable gentlemen. 
True, we are obliged to charge a small ad- 
mission ; adults fifty cents, children half 
price; but the proceeds are devoted to 
saving the souls of the poor heathen of 
Afric's coral strand." 

He unwound talk thuswise for ten min- 
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uteSy concluding somethin' as follows : 
" My connection with the entertainment 
is purely that of spiritual adviser. I con- 
duct the Wednesday morning prayer- 
meeting and the regular Sunday services. 
Dear Brethren, will you not come and see 
this great work we are doing for human- 
ity ? The Management has appointed me 
to meet with you and invite you to come 
in a body, to our afternoon meeting. A 
section of the best seats will be reserved 
for you, and they, and the innocent re- 
freshments we serve are yours, without 
money, and without price. Now my dear 
brethren, may not I count upon your 
coming ? " 

Being in the bizness I kin say tTiat hu- 
man flesh don't exist that kin withstand 
the temptation of free tickets; and 
danged if it didn't win 'em jest as it has 
since the beginnin'. 'Twan't no apple 
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that took Eve out of Eden, 'twas a mati- 
nee ticket. 

Well one brother jumped up and hol- 
lered, " Halleluyah ! brothers, it's a 
grand, good work. Let us aid it by our 
presence." Soon as Charley got out, he 
wrote a piece and sent the Ole Man tearin' 
off to the printin' office, with the white 
ponies on the dead run. Well, the town 
took one chance on going to perdition and 
came out to see the parade. The streets 
wus packed an' the Ole Man had 'bout a 
hundred kids passin' hand bills, readin' : 

ENDORSED BY THE CLERGY I 

To The Public : 

The Southwest General Conference 
in convention assembled, having heard 
refuted the base slander, regarding the 
Trans-Atlantic Shows, takes this method 
to commend the shows to the public. 
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The conference not only lends its moral 
support, but will attend the entertain- 
ment in a body, and respectfully requests 
that the public patronize this worthy 
cause liberally. 

Jonas Williams, 
Presiding Elder. 

That sure was a send-off I 

The Independence public wuz just 
pantin' to see that show, but they didn't 
have the nerve to break away while the 
conference wuz in sesshun. You should 
a seed the mob that foUered that parade 
down to the lot fer fear they'd lose out 
on somethin' I 

We stood 'em up till the old tent 
wouldn't hold no more, and I sees the 
Old Man strutting around the animal 
tent wearin' a grin wider'n the Mississip 
at New Orleans. 

Pretty soon I seen Charley bring his 
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bunch of Sky Pilots, an' a lot of Deacons 
an' Elders, an' things, an' seat 'em where 
the cushions wuz the softest, an' there 
wuz a wicked streak in his eye when he 
excuses hisself, an' hikes fer the animal 
tent. 

I foUers him out to the lemonade coun- 
ter and sees him whisper to Billey. 
Billey looked wise and reached down 
under the counter, and pulls a jug out of 
Charley's grip, an' spikes a tray of the 
thirst-quencher good and strong. Charley 
calls a kid water-wagon an' tells him to 
go up an' peddle it to the bunch of 
Prince Alberts. Well, you should have 
seen the way them Pilots lapped it up 
and looked wishful. One of 'em asked 
Charlie the name of the delightful an' 
refreshin' beverage, an' he told 'em it was 
Trans- Atlantic Ambrosia. 

Then Charley caught a pealiut kid and 
sent him up to feed 'em. That give 'em 
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an elegant thirst. They et goobers by 
the peck, an' they sure kept the thirst- 
quencher busy. 

The show opened up regular with the 
grand parade, an' then Harry Lock's ele7 
phants done their act. Then the De 
Forrest family comes out in full dress an' 
does theirs — ^a tumblin' turn, five females 
and two men. You know where they 
forms the pyramid standin' on each 
other's shoulders. Well, they gits up, all 
dressed up tidy, an' when the bass drum 
banged the signal, everj'^ one of them 
gives his suit a yank, and there they 
stand, peeled down to tights. That par- 
alyzed the Pilots for a minute, then 
murmurs of " Horrible ! " " Shocking ! " 
" Disgraceful ! " ran through the bunch, an' 
one brother 'lowed they'd been deceived an' 
proposed that they git out. But one old 
fat brother got up and said ; " Brothers, 

we can find material here for many a 
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strong sermon. Let us stay and see 
things as they are, that we knowingly 
may raise our voices against evil." 

This met with general approval an' 
they all set down again to steep in sin. 
Then the kid got busy wettin' 'em down ; 
and when the red lemonade got to circu- 
latin' throo their .aystftme, .they applauded 
everything that p^0 .lajpri^.. ':: 

Every once in |a while one of 'em would 
git up an' holler : " Glory, Brothers, . 
Glory I I feel thSt-'I'have thesfoength 
of Sampson and <?puld preacK a sermon 
that would move millions. Whoop- 
p-eell" 

Then Jerry Thompson brought in 
Tobe, the trick mule, an' oflTered five 
hundred dollars to any one who would 
ride him. 

Deacon Brown, about six foot six, and 
weighin' a hundred an' ten, jumps up 
and hollers : " Bring on your pesky 
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mewl. There ain't no critter lives that I 
kain't ride ! " and he starts down the seats 
three at a jnmp. One Brother grabs him 
by the coat-tails, bnt the Deacon sails on, 
leaving part of the coat in the Brother's 
hand, an' lights on Tobe. Tobe starts 
out buckin' like he's trained to, an' run- 
nin' his dumdest, everybody whoopin' 
an' the band playin' fit to split. Clean 
around the ring they goes, the Deacon's 
long legs wrapped around Tobe, and Tobe 
mighty sore 'cause he can't shake him 
off. When they gits to the dressin' room 
opening by the band seats, Tobe is so 
'shamed he wants to sneak, so he makes 
the turn on the dead run, but the Deacon 
don't. He sails straight over Tobe's 
head, an' blamed if he don't go " Ker- 
plunk," head-fiist, right through the big 
bass drum. 

That made the Dutch drummer mad, 

an' he gives the Deacon a swat with the 
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drum stick, an' the Deacon jumps up, 
half through the drum, so rattled he 
don't know where he's at, an' tears out 
around the ring, his long legs going like 
a pair of tailor's scizzors, his one coat-tail 
stickin' straight out behind, and that fat 
Dutchman after him cussin' a Dutch 
streak. 

A lot of the band men takes after the 
Dutchman to prevent a row, an' the 
preachers, thinkin' them after the Deacon, 
gits in the game too. Around the Deacon 
led them with the whole yellin' mob at 
his heels. 

At last he spotted the main entrance 
from the animal tent, and he went through 
it like a rocket, the whole bunch trailin'. 

The crowd went wild an' they joined in 
the chase, the wimmen shriekin', kids 
bawlin' and men cussin'. 

I'm danged if that tent wasn't emptied 
in less than a minute. The band men 
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stopped outside, but the Deacon, with the 
stampeded herd after him, went tearin' 
over the hill to town. 

The Trans- Atlantic didn't have any 
crowd left, an' it lost a drum ; but it had 
a bunch of money in the till big enough 
to start a National Bank. 

Night show? Nixyl Would you 
match a fight with them Armies of 
Crusaders ? 

We tore the tent down, an' loaded in 
jig time, an' . hit the grit fer the West 
where it was more onregenerate, and we'd 
feel at home. 

Got another match ? My pipers out." 

*«!• •li» 9^0 ij^ ^» 

wfi 9^ 9^ «^ w^ 

Thanks to my new friend, I got to 
Roxburg in time to land the order, a 
good one. 

I thought I deserved it, after having a 
bunch like that heaved at me, at short 
range. 
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man, full of energy as a cock-roach, keen- 
eyed, gray-bearded, looked like Br'er 
Fox, and carried with him the rich tarry 
odor of old Scotch. 

" Successful meeting, wasn't it, Andy ? " 
said the big man with hair. " Yes, 
Pierrepont, the most successful we ever 
held, I think. Jawn D. will agree with 
me on that, won't you, Jawn ? " 

" Yes/' answered he of the nude dome, 
" we have accomplished more Good, I 
think, than ever before. While we may 
disagree on the methods we pursue, we all 
have a common purpose. Now, I hold 
that Higher Education for the masses is 
the Greatest Good, hence my University 
Endowment plan." 

" Oh, yes, it does very well, — in its 
way," said Andy, " but it requires time, 
and entails expense, to take a course. 
Now, I think my Library Plan much more 
practical, 'A Library on every hill- 
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top ' is my motto, where a famishing 
public may browse at will, in its eager 
search for Knowledge." 

"Very good, very good," chimed in 
Pierrepont, " but I believe in cultivating 
the Esthetic sense inherent in all man- 
kind. Were my plan followed by all my 
brother Philanthropists, this land of 
ours would soon become Ideal. It is 
Art ! Art ! the masses crave, hence, all my 
loose change for Art Galleries." 

" Altruistic : dreamy," — said Jawn D. 
tersely. 

" No, it is Books, Books, they hunger 
for," interrupted Andy. "While the 
breath of life is in me, I will build 
Libraries, and emblazon a name above 
the door of each, that will go thundering 
down the ages, as that of the best bantom- 
weight Philanthropist the world has seen," 

"You better sit up and take notice, 

Edward," thinks I, " for you are closer to 
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a bigger wad of tainted tin than you ever 
will be again." 

" Ah, well, we have all labored accord- 
ing to our lights. These Philanthropist 
Conventions always wear me out, and 
I am glad to be homeward bound. 
Heigh-ho, I have writers' cramp now, 
from signing checks. Let's quit talking 
shop, and have diversion of some sort," 
said Jawn D. 

" What do you say to a little game of 
draw?" asked Pierrepont, sheepishly. 

" I am absolutely, unalterably opposed 
to gambling— as gambling. Of course for 
diversion — that is different. I'm agree- 
able if Andy will join us," said Jawn D. 

" As for me," answered Andy, " I must 
confess that I am an indifferent player. 
When I should have been studying, as a 
young man, to perfect myself in Worldly 
graces, I was busy laying plans to Help 
Uplift. However, to fill in, I will see if 
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my right hand still retains what little 
cunning it once owned to." 

" But three-handed draw is as bad as 
female euchre at a pale pink tea," objected 
Pierrepont. " Perhaps this young man 
would join us ? " 

" He is most welcome, but I never won 
in a four-handed game in my life," ob- 
jected Jawn D. 

"Don't let me intrude, gentlemen," 
said I, hastily. " I will referee, and see 
that the Kitty gets sufficient nourish- 
ment." 

" Sit in, sit in," said Andy, genially, 
"we'll find a fifth man and that will 
make it just right. J. W. Skates is oti 
the train. He tells me the May wheat 
has been reported short, and he has been 
West looking it over ; shall I invite him?" 

" Isn't he a Vulgar Person ? " asked 
Jawn D. " Worldly : sinful ? he does not 
belong to the Philanthropists' union, you 
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know, and I rather object to taking out a 
stack with a — er — scab." 

" Oh, perhaps so," said Pierrepont, " but 
it will be two or three years yet, before 
we have everything as we want it. We 
must put up with some things : bring 
him along." 

Andy toddled off ahead, and soon re- 
turned with a thoroughbred, with all the 
gaits, if I'm a judge. 

After introductions all around, the por- 
ter brought the table, and chips. 

" A gentleman's game, you know — just 
pastime," suggested Jawn D. 

" What'U we make 'em worth ? " said 
Pierrepont, who was banking. 

'* Oh, make the whites a hundred, the 
reds a thousand, and the blues ten thou- 
sand," said Andy, carelessly. 

Things began to grow black before me, 

and I went and stuck my head out the 

window, for air. 
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" How many, young un ? " roared 
Skates. 

" You must excuse me, Mr. Skates," I 
said, " but I believe I won't dally. I'm 
not feeling at all well." 

" Get in the game — get in the game," 
he roared, "don't be a piker. I know 
you are no Financier — ^you work for 
yours — and, if any of these men try to 
give you the ki-bosh, leave .'em to 



me." 



Fortunes have been made on poorer 
tips, so I dragged out the wallet, and 
the little wad I'd been years in get- 
*ting together. I thought so well of it, 
I wouldn't even trust it to a bank — not 
me. 

" How many you buy'n', Son ? " roared 
Skates. 

I shook out my even dozen, little old 
yellow back centuries. " Kill it all," said 
I, weakly. 
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" For hearth, and home, and native 

land — ^boost, Mame, boost, " I telep- 

athied my Babe. 

Pierrepont tossed me a red and two 
white bones. 

'' Little light, Son, ain't you ? " grinned 
Skates. 

I swallowed my palate, pushed my 
heart back into place, and smiled a 
sickly grin. 

" What's the lim'? " asked Pierrepont. 

" Let's remember we are Gtentlemen," 
said Andy. " Make it ten." 

"Ten thou'? Not for mine," said 
Skates. " I quit playing mumble-te-peg 
years ago. When I set in the lid's got 
to be lifted. Pry her up, or it's me to 
rolling the bones with the porter I " 

" Oh, very well, whatever is agreeable," 
said Jawn D., coldly. 

" Me, too," said Andy. " How about 
you, Pierrepont ? " 
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"Anything at all," said he. "Suit 
yourselves." 

And me sitting there dumb as an 
oyster, with three poor little mangy 
beans ahead of me ; not a thing between 
the top of the table and the blue vault 
above ; and more of the malodorous ma- 
zuma where I could tag it, than Rip Van 
Winkle could have dreamed of, working 
steady every minute. I took two gulps 
at my Adam's apple and kicked my 
frozen feet. 

Blame me ? 

Great Guns : if I only cxmld get off on 
the right foot — Mame and I, well ; we'd 
buy Wall Street for a toy. Buy it ? Huh ! 
we'd lump it off without an inventory. 

Andy sat on my right : Jawn D. on my 
left. 

I am the only man they ever had be- 
tween them who lived to tell the tale. I 
deserve a Hero medal. 
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Next to Jawn D. was Pierrepont : then 
Skates. 

Jawn D. got the deal and Pierrepont 
decorated with one white bean. 

I caught a pair of typewriters and 
tossed mine in. Everybody trailed. 

*'How many, gentlemen?" asked 
Jawn D. 

*' Gimme four," said Skates. 

" This will be the last helping. Better 
get all you want," said Jawn D., play- 
fully. 

"That bein' the case I'll take five," 
answered Skates, facing up the lonesome 
jack he was drawing to. 

Jawn D. helped him casually, and all 
the rest of them begged him for three, 
and got 'em. 

" 'S'up to you, Skates," said Pierrepont. 

"Oh, a few spugles," said he, care- 
lessly tossing in four whites. 

" Got to lift it about six," said Andy, 
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tossin' 'em off like a newly discharged 
soldier. 

1 skinned down and found a stranger. 
One of the loveliest ladies I ever saw 
looked up coyly at me, and along with 
her tarried a pair of sixes : just for nig- 
ger'n cards. 

I looked 'em over again. Still there ! 
Then I thought it all over again : after 
which I looked them over carefully. 

" Time/' said Pierrepont. 

I picked up my red : implanted a 
chaste kiss on it — then took the matter 
up for final consideration. 

" Any time at all, young man," said 
Jawn D. impatiently. 

" Here goes the instalment cottage, 
Mame," thinks I, and I opened my nerve- 
less fingers and it dropped in with a 
plunk like hitting a liver with the flat 
side of a cleaver. 

I wriggled worse than the boy on the 
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burning deck, and it seemed to me that 
it took Jawn D. and Pierrepont each 
two years to make up their minds and 
call. 

"What you got?" asked Skates in a 
voice that sounded to me like he was 
talking out of an artesian well. 

" Beg pardon, I called you/' answered 
Andy. 

" Oh, fie, run away with it," said Skates. 
" I was just flirtin'," and he went to the 
deck. 

My heart was thumping like a trip 
hammer. 

" Two tens here," said Andy. 

"You lose," said Jawn D. "Pair 
Court Jesters here." 

"Nay — nay, Reginald, don't scorch 
your fingers," said Pierrepont. " Fours up 
here," and he reached for the pot. 

" W-w-w-wait " I stammered. 

" Well ? " said he. 
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"I— I've got a little full," said I, 
spreading it. 

" A little full/' roared Skates. " Well 
I'll be condemned, and you called ? with 
that f You won't do, son, you're a reek- 
less, profligate spendthrift ! " 

They kidded me half to death. 

" Oh, very well," thinks I, '* if nothing 
on a five-card draw, under the gun, is 
good for four hundred, and two measly 
tens for a thousand cold, my early educa- 
tion ought to make me a billionaire by 
morning, if that is high finance as she is 
played." 

Forty-four hunner to the good before 
getting the chair warm I My circulation 
started 1 

Talk about luck. Why say : if I'd 
taken a draw at the Chicago River with a 
bucket, it would have brought up eau-de- 
cologne. 

I felt slighted when I got less than a 
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set of triplets : and flushes and fulls grew 
disgustingly monotonous. 

" Gimme some chips," said Skates. 
" I'm all in. Say, le's cut out this car 
fare and play for the real ready." 

Jawn D. had just tapped him, and was 
feeling his oats, so he fell for it, and the 
others wouldn't heel-tap. 

I didn't hold any preferred so they 
didn't take my vote, but I had a heap of 
velvet in front of me higher than the 
Pyramids of Egypt : so I didn't give a 
hoorah what happened. 

''Gimme some browns and yellows," 
said Skates. " We'll make the browns a 
hunner thou' a piece : and the yellows, a 
million." 

When those additions of the rainbow 
got to playing tag around the board. 
Skates insisted on giving all the whites to 
the porter to keep them from cluttering 
things up. 
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" Hey, Porter, bring some Fussy Fizz,'' 
said he. " How much ? How much you 
got ? Only two cases ? well that'll have 
to do then for the present," he said sadly, 
" but wire ahead for some more." 

Jawn D. winked at Andy as if to say, 
"How Utterly Disgusting." 

We played a couple of hours, all of 'em 
see-sawing up and down but me. They 
kept coming to me regularly as a pension. 
I couldn't get away from it. It got posi- 
tively tiresome piling them up. 

" Gimme me about four feet of yel- 
lows," roared Skates, all in again. " I'll 
get a rampse at that guinea, in the 
sweet by and by, that'll make him look 
like a lone frankfurter at a German 
picnic." 

Andy got enthused and suggested that 

we make them all J. P's. It carried 

unanimously and it wasn't five minutes 

until we had one ribbed up that would 
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have absorbed a Russian war loan. " Let 
her went," thinks I. " I couldn't even 
muss the nap on this pile of velvet in a 
thousand years." S'help me, I had 
browns and yellows stacked up before me 
until I could not see over 'em. See over 

'em ? Huh : I had to take two looks 

to see to the top of 'em ; and they grew 
like a milk fed pumpkin. Say ; but that 
pot was a pippin ! Been sweetened three 
times and each time some one pressed the 
limit. I had the deal and Jawn D. on 
my left opened it for a blue. 

" Little weak, ain't you, Uncle ? " said 
Skates. 

" Just teasing 'em along," said Jawn D, 
" get your tootsums in if you want them 
moistened." 

Pierrepont just trailed. 

"Open the sky-light, Porter, I feel a 
hunch," bellowed Skates and he lifted it 
four blues. 
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" That's it, that's it, ginger up : five 
blues mor'n you," said Andy. 

I picked up my hand and skun 'em over 
and s'help me, I almost had heart failure. 

I've been straining my eyes for years, 
until they crossed, looking for a couple of 
juvenile pairs, and I've kept myself 
hoarse shouting "that's good" and it 
couldn't be true. There, nestling in my 
mitt, were four bullets : four lovely, gor- 
geous, beautiful bullets : — pat — ^and 
straights barred — ^and me sitting there 
playing peek-a-boo behind my Eiffel 
towers right on the brink of a sea of the 
sickening stuff*. " Oh, what are the wild 
waves saying, Mamie dear !" thinks I. 

" Come out of it, boy I " said Pierrepont. 

I blinked and carelessly tossed in two 
browns. 

" Young man, aren't you a little reck- 
less with other people's money ? " asked 
Jawn D. 
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" Other people's nothing : didn't I win 
it? it's a shame to take it from you 
though and I'm trying to give it back," 
said I, stepping on one foot with the 
other, to be sure I was awake. 

Jawn D. looked savage, but trailed. 
Pierrepont followed and Skates hepped it 
up three browns. Andy squirmed like 
the chair was hot, but came across. 

I hemmed and hawed and finally 
heaved mine in with a deep drawn sigh, 
saying, " It might as well go here as any- 
where. It's not mine anyway, morally. 
It is Unearned Increment." 

Jawn D. thought it was as easy as a re- 
bate, so he trailed and Pierrepont followed. 

" Cards, gentlemen," said I. 

"Two," said Jawn D. "Threes," 
thinks I, " big enough to vote at that." 

Pierrepont craved the same and I 
served him. " Another husky set of trip- 
lets for you," thinks I. 
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" Help the next gentleman," said 
Skates. *' A big full or nothing," thinks 
I, " and two to one it's-nothing." 

" All set : start the merry-go-round," 
said Skates. 

Jawn D. came in with a poor little 
stingy red. Pierrepont tilted it just one, 
and sank back in the cushions waiting to 
see which way pat-man Skates would hop. 

He dropped in two browns in a non- 
chalant, it's-so-tiresome way. 

Andy spurred it along with three Bos- 
ton Brown Boys. 

" Oh, Joy ! here's where you make that 
bum lamp of Aladdin's look like a tallow 
dip on a sunny day, Edward," thinks I, 
and I heaved in two yellows with a 
please-relieve-me sigh. 

" Young man, it's time you were taught 
not to be saucy. I'll just raise you eight 
millions," said Jawn D., tossing in ten 
yellows. 
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"Very well," said I meekly, "I'm 
young and just hungry for knowledge," 
giving my beautiful bullets a loving little 
pat on the back. 

" Just to be helpful in instructing the 
Young, I'll press that ten more of the 
Yellow Peril," said Pierrepont. 

" That's the caramels, that's my kind 
of marbles : twenty mor'n you. Open 
'nother'n, Porter, I'm way past due," 
gurgled Skates. 

"Gentlemen," said Andy, pleasantly, 
" it is one of my Maxims never to be 
outdone in • Generosity. There's yours : 
and twenty." 

They were playing it for me beauti- 
fully, so I just gave it a little hunch to 
keep the pot boiling. 

John D. looked like a spoiled kid about 
to lose his candy. "Oh, fudge, fifty 
mor'n you," said he irritably. Pierrepont 
tilted it fifty more. 

138 



Ftays Fricasseed Finance 



" You saucy things, won't you ever 
learn manners?" said Skates, heaving it a 
hundred and fifty more. Andy put his 
shoulder to the wheel and lifted it 
three-hundred and fifty, just to Help 
Uplift. 

I bucked the centre with another gob. 

" Gentlemen,'' said Jawn D. sort of em- 
barrassed, " this is most humiliating. 
You know that I am not exactly a quitter 
even though I don't have a rush of talk 
to the face when assaulted. You know 
that it has always been my policy to keep 
only enough idle funds ahead to meet 
promptly the grocery, milk and ice bill, 
but the distressing fact is : I have no 
more of the first-aid to the indigent at 
hand. Of course if you would permit 
securities — does collat go ? " 

"Why cert," "sure Mike," "assur- 
edly," they answered. 

" Oh, well then, that relieves my em- 
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barrassment. Another peck of yellows, 
please, Mr. Banker ? " 

"Certainly, sign here. A mere for- 
mality, you understand." 

" Very well : I'll see Andy's three fifty 
and raise it five hundred million worth 
of Salivated Copper," said he. 

" Nay — Jawn dear — nay," said Andy, 
" I said coUat. You don't bet no punc- 
tured bubbles up against my good coin. 
Why a truck load of that stuff isn't worth 
six bits since it's been disinfected." 

" Look-a-4iere, my bandy-legged Laird 
of Skidoo, I'll have you know I'll 
stand for no line of talk like that, 
from a degenerate scion of a rotten 
monarchy. Why who are you, anyway : 
you steerage immigrant in a cattle ship : 
you imported schrimp : you seed-wart on 
the face of nature I You come over here 
unknown and succeed in getting together 
a little bundle of the filthy stuff and you 
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swell up like a toy balloon and butt into 
the field of Philanthropy. That is my 
field, I would have you know. I, / am 
the Father of the Philanthropic In- 
dustry/' gurgled Jawn D. 

" Boys, boys/' said Pierrepont, " be 
gentlemen, be it ever so painful. Change 
the securities, Jawn, to keep things 
pleasant. Bet him the Kansas Oil Fields." 

" Oh, blankety-blank the blank Kansas 
Oil Fields. Blank 'em up and down : 
over and under : through and across : by 
latitude and longitude : by person and by 
proxy : in every language — living or dead 
— of the past, present or future. Wow I " 
he snorted, "those anarchists got the nerve 
to oppose me, me I They've caused me 
more trouble in one brief year, than all 
my interests, mergers, pools, trusts, endow- 
ments, donations and gentlemen's agree- 
ments; understood and implied. I'll 
wither 'em, scorch 'em, sting 'em, blast 
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'em. Why dad-blame me, 1-11 bribe 
Frothing Tom to go out and bite 'em. 
He^s pizener than a hatful of locoed 
scorpions in dog days : and they'll die 
of rabies, blank 'em." 

" Such language, suc/t language, and from 
an Earnest Christian Gentleman ? Shock- 
ing I " said Andy rolling his eyes upward. 

"Oh, forget it," said Skates; "go on 
with the funeral." 

"Oh, as you like it," said Jawn D. 
" I will : and I'll see that you get a ride 
in the slow wagon, at that. I'll just 
raise that five hunner millions in Slan- 
dered Oil. Will that arrest your impetu- 
ous flight?" 

"My curiosity has got the better of 
me. I'll just pay a like amount in 
N. P. Merger for one little look at that 
mitt. You're called, show me," said 
Pierrepont. 

" Go as far as you like. I may be in 
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bad with this bunch, but I'm no short 
sport, and I can't see's mine's shrunk 
none. I'll just prod it up with two 
hundred million bushels more of May 
wheat — all I've got left in the bin. 
Come — on — boys — the — old — army — 
game," roared Skates. 

" Gentlemen," said Andy softly, " I 
meant to stir up no hard feelings nor an- 
tagonism. You, I trust, understand my 
position perfectly. I've seen stronger 
hands than mine ; but I saw relief for my- 
self from the flood of sickening stuff which 
threatens to engulf me. You know where 
I stand. I've been sloughing it off at 
every conceivable opportunity, and yet, 
try as I may, it rises round me until it 
strangles, chokes, nauseates me. I still 
feel it my duty not only to see that last 
tidal wave, but to raise it five hundred 
million in U. S. Steal Preferred," and he 
tossed in a hatful. 
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" Gentlemen/' said I, " I was dragged 
into this thing against my will. I have 
a fair hand — I would be willing to let 
you draw your heads off against it. To 
put an end to this unseemly argument, 
I'll lift it a ton of radium — and tap the 
bunch/' and I shoved in a Bunker Hill 
Monument and hugged myself for joy. 
" Edward/' thinks I, " you've got a thou- 
sand on a million to one shot, in a two 
horse race, and the favorite with a broken 

leg." 

Jawn D. pushed back his halo, and 

scratched his knob thoughtfully. 

" So far as the hand goes," he mused to 
himself, " I would let them draw till the 
cows come home and they wouldn't beat 
it out in a thousand years. There's just 
one thing to prevent me standing a frisk. 
There is yet one Missionary Society I 
haven't tried — it is very hard pressed, 
perhaps it would accept it from me — 
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oh, pish-tush it," he added aloud, " here 
goes, this mitt will land the persimmon 
anyway," and he shoved in his last 
bean. 

" I've already decorated to my capac- 
ity," said Pierrepont. 

"There's me," said Skates, "or I 
wouldn't never laid back on the oars." 

" Not a sesterce left," said Andy. 

They all fidgeted and waited for some 
one to lead off. 

"Come, men, it's curfew time. Beat 
forty miles of railroad track and remove 
the d6bris," chirped Skates. 

"You're topped," said Pierrepont, 
" four Roguish Knaves here." 

" Isn't it disgusting? " said Andy. " I 
can't get away from it Four Empresses 
here." 

"Four Crowned Monarchsl" shouted 
Jawn D., gleefully, and he commenced 
raking in the rubbish, chuckling ghoul- 

145 



Representing John Marshall & Co* 

ishly. I let him get both arms full, then 
chirped. 

" W-a-i-t a minute, w-a-i-t a minute/' 
and tossed down one of my lovely bul- 
lets. 

"One aces," said I, "two aces, three 
aces : " then I gloated a full minute. 

"End it, end it?" he begged. "It's 
killing me." 

" Four aces ! " 

Jawn D. fainted. 

I threw myself on that mountain of 
repentant rhino and wept tears of pure 

joy. 

" Hey, Porter, get a clothes basket," I 
bawled. " Bring a telegraph blank too," 
and I wired my Babe a letter. 

Mame : 

Buy eighty acres, upper Fifth 
Avenue, for building site. Hire Charlie 
Slobs architect, and order house to make 

146 



Plays Fricasseed Finance 



Charlie's look like a deserted ice-house in 
mid-winter. Order rosewood yacht sterl- 
ing trimmed, and jewel encrusted auto- 
mobile. Go to TiflTany's and leave your 
measure for diamond ta-ra-ra, three 
stories high, with mansard roof, and dor- 
mer windows. Pick me out two gross 
each noisest neck wear and waist-coats 
can find. Name the day : business look- 
ing up. Edward. 

P. S. — Have thought twice. Go all the 
way at Tiffany's. Buy store, and give 
hired girl what you don't want. 

Poor old Jawn D. lay with his face in 
his hands sobbing bitterly. Pierrepont 
looked sober but game. 

"Well, condemn it, you give us all 
the high-rink-a-dink, didn't you, Kid? 
You'll do, put her there," bawled Skates. 

" My goodness gracious, how strange it 
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seems to be out from under that Awful 
Load," said Andy. 

".Light, hey ? " chuckled Skates. 

" Light ? I feel like a thistle ball in a 
Dakota cyclone. Goodness, how dry my 
throat is, too," answered Andy. 

"Dry, too; hey? Here, have one of 
my bottles of Busy Bubbles. No man 
can go dry around me," said Skates, 
heartily. 

" No — no — no, I never touch the Vile 
Stuff. Thank you, just the same, but it 
is water I thirst for." 

" Back — back to the blast furnace, for 
you, Andy," said I. " You may take up 
that needle's eye matter of yours, with 
St. Peter, now. I guess you're trimmed 
up until you'll skin through. Hoot, 
little mon, don't cry I Here, take this ; 
run away and buy Niagara Falls, if you 
are thirsty," said I, tossing him a yellow 
chip. 
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" Cheer up, Jawn D., I will keep the 
wolf from your door, too. Take this and 
buy a truck-load of predigested sawdust 
and a tank-car full of cream. That will 
suffice for your frugal wants," and I 
tossed him one. 

" Here, Pierrepont, here's a little Art 
Gallery for you. May you never grow 
hungry. This for you. Skates. Go buy 
the Croton reservoir : have it filled with 
White Seal and jump in. 

'' Nothing to it, Edward," thinks I. 
" You've a dove-tailed, armor-plate cmch, 
on all the circulating medium of the 
universe. To-morrow you buy every job- 
bing house in the country, make every 
Commercial Pilgrim a Boss — put the ex- 
bosses to work for them, and send them 
out on the rough-rider roads carrying 
two grips weighing two hundred pounds 
each." 

Then I started counting the Philan- 
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thropists' Horror. I got up to six bil- 
lions, seven hundred and ninety-three 
millions, when the train stopped with a 
jerk, and — I woke up. 

Sore f 

Say, did you ever hate yourself black 
and blue? 

Then I remembered that I had staked 
one of the boys to a smoke out of my 
pouch of rah-rah mixture, and the beast 
had doped it up with Paradise Pills, and 
I had been taking long draws at the black 
smoke. 

I could not go to bed and sob myself 
to sleep, for my head was swollen until 
it wouldn't near go through the smoke- 
room door, and dche f 

Did you ever take an ounce of quinine, 
and lie down in a boiler factory for a 
quiet nap, with some one filing a saw 
in your ear, a dentist stabbing at your 
tenderest tooth with a steam drill, a 
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million Roman candles going off in your 
face, while a dozen cloven-hoofed devils 
danced on your stomach, and drove red 
hot spikes in your skull with an axe ? 

All those things happened to me — ^and 
that ain't near all. 

All the rest of that week it rained — 
blue ink. 
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CHAPTER ELEVEN 

GOES THROUGH HOTEL FIRE 

)U know these frame hotels 
with cracks in the walls a 
cat can jump through, a bed 
with one cheese-cloth quilt, 
sheets just off the ice, a pil- 
low you lose in your ear, a 
mattress thick as a dried 
mustard plaster, and a set of springs with 
knots in them that punch you fuller of 
dents than a waffle 7 

Yes ? Well, that's the Hotel Grand at 
Bingham Junction and I light there once 
a month. 

They fine Commercial Tourists three 

per day, for eating enough of the fodder 

to sustain life, but any Rube in that 

county can go there and put away a dray 
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load of it, and take enough home for the 
children, at six bits per day. 

Why wonder at the increase of crime ? 

The first time I was there I broke for 
the door, when Marguerite Flaherty, the 
strong-armed waiter-lady hissed at me — 
566/steakp orkchopssausagehamorli ver ; 
teacofieeiceteamilk ? 

The boys at the table coaxed me back 
only by telling me it was just one of the 
winning ways of Marguerite. 

I got in there the other night beastly 
tired, and was sitting propped up in the 
oflSice trying to get more so. I always 
stay up there until tired enough to sleep 
standing up, for, if I don't, my night- 
mare bucks something fierce when I light 
in one of those beds. 

About twelve o'clock in came a tired, 
discouraged, shabby-genteel looking 
woman, leading a little yellow haired 
fairy of a girl of about six. 
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They went over to the desk and I heard 
the mother say : — " He did not come, we 
have been to the station ; I cannot imag- 
ine what the trouble is, but he will surely 
be here to-morrow with the money. Hu- 
miliating as it is, I must ask you to 
bear with us yet a little longer, Mr. 
Thomas." 

" Oh, yes, same old spiel," snarled the 
landlord. "The next show-gang I put 
up, pay in advance or they don't eat. 
You're all a lot of grafters skating around 
the country beating honest board bills." 

" But, Mr. Thomas, my husband -" 

" Huh, — your husband ; how do I know 
he's your husband? " sneered he. " Listen 
to me ; if the bill for all of you ain't paid 
in the morning, to the lockup you go. 
There's law in this country for scum like 
you, thank Heaven." 

" But, Mr. Thomas," said she, gently, 
" you have our baggage for security," 
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" Yes, and a lot of good a bunch of 
truck like that is. What I said goes ; 
now mind it." 

" Come, dear," said the woman sadly, 
her eyes abrim with tears, and the two 
went slowly up-stairs, sobbing softly. 

" Who are they ? " asked some one, of 
one of the village information bureaus 
who always sit around the stove at the 
Rube hotels until the lights go out. 

" Busted Tom show," he said. " That's 
Mis' St. Clair and her kid, little Eva. 
They went bump here a week ago, and 
been on the hummer ever since. Uncle 
Tom's working in a livery stable ; Marks, 
is washin' dishes, and Topsy doin' cham- 
ber work, and the rest of 'em laying 
'roun waitin' for somethin' to happen. 
Her husband's the manager, and he's gone 
back to the city to hunt an Angel. He 
used to be way up in the profesh, Rich- 
ard or King Leary er somethin'. He's a 
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lunger, I guess ; looks like a ghost, and 
cough ? — You c'n hear him three 
blocks." 

"How about you. Bill? Me for the 
anvil chorus to put a crimp in the Hotel 
Grand if that's straight," said the hard- 
ware man. 

" Me for a charter member. Give me 
one of the large hammers ; I play bass," 
said the silverware man. 

" Here's my application, and five for 
membership fee," said the shoe man. 

" I'm in," said I. 

" Let's put all the boys next in the 
morning and see what can be done," said 
the hardware man. 

The house was always full at night, on 
account of the poor train connections at 
the junction, and it looked easy. 

I went up to my room and tumbled in 

for sweet repose on my upturned harrow, 

and through the thin partition I plainly 
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heard voices ; a woman and a child, al- 
ternately talking and sobbing. 

" There, there, Mamsy, dear, don't cry," 
said the child. " Papa will come in the 
morning and all our troubles will be 
over. He is the best man in all the 
world, you know, and he will not disap- 
point us." 

"He is, darling, I know he is, but 
Mama is afraid he is sick among stran- 
gers ; but there, Sweetheart, if Mama's 
little girl can be so brave, Mama can." 

I heard them undressing, and soon, 
through the partition, came two voices in 
unison : 

" Now I lay me down to sleep " 

Right there that woman's stock went 
up above par with me. 

Tommers : busted Tommers at that ! 

" Edward," thinks I, " there is so much 
— so very much you don't know, the 
kindergarten for you." 
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About four o'clock I was aroused by a 
cry of " Fire ! " 

I bounced out, choking with smoke, 
and got on a few clothes, when "bang, 
bang," came a rap at my door, and I 
heard the silverware man shouting out, 
" Out of that. Ward, the house is on fire." 

"I'm next. Much obliged for the in- 
vitation though : I'll accept. Try next 
door," I shouted. 

I heard him rap, and the little girl 
screaming, and I ran out, and together 
we smashed the door and darted in. 

The mother was lying in a faint, over- 
come by smoke. The stairway was cut 
off, so we made a rope of the bedding, and 
tying it under her arms, let her down to 
the people below, or rather, the silver- 
ware man told me what to do, and I 
helped him do it. 

Between ourselves, little book, as a 
hero, I am an electro-plate, for I was in a 
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blue funk. We were getting along fa- 
mously until the flames began to break 
through, then the little girl, panic- 
stricken, ran screaming to the window, 
and before either of us could catch her, 
jumped. We skinned down the rope, 
and they told us below that they had 
broken her fall with a blanket, and that 
she was dazed, but not seriously hurt. 

The volunteer fire department was 
there in force, but they had forgotten to 
stop at the engine house for the engine. 
The chief arrived in a red flannel shirt, 
helmet, and his medals among other 
things, and ordered the engine brought 
forthwith. 

Pretty soon, down the street came a 
yelling mob, dragging one of these seltzer 
bottle machines. The heroic bucket 
brigade was throwing water wildly, over 
the assembled multitude mostly ; and one 
old boy, weighing about two fifty, was 
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loping madly up and down the street in 
a blue flannel night shirt, whooping : 

"Whos'h th' hero that'll save my 
teeth ; they're in glash on my window 
ledge ; save 'em, oh, save 'em ; on'ny shet 
I ever had 'at fitted. Hunner dollars to 
the hero " 

Just then they turned on the seltzer 
bottle, but the nozzle man, intently 
staring at the flames, let the hose swing 
around, and with a " sizz-smack," the 
stream struck the fat man square in the 
broad back. 

" Hellsfire, murder ! " he yelled. " I'm 
stabbed, stabbed in the back I C'n feel 
the blood oozin' down I" and he stam- 
peded down the street. 

The fire chief mounted the roof, and 
with his axe tore off* shingles which he 
gently tossed to the ground, one by one, 
to prevent breaking them. 

The landlord was clear nutty. He 
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chased wildly from room to room on the 
third floor, and tossed out pitchers, bowls, 
and pictures, and after smashing the last 
of them, s'help me, if he didn't make a 
rope and carefully let down a mattress 
that would have been a disgrace to a 
Ghetto second-hand store. 

"Untie that, you idiots," he bawled, 
" so I can let down s'more. Helenblazes, 
d'ye want to see everything I've got go 
up in smoke ? " 

The whole works went up all right, and 
my samples with it, but I saved my bank 
roll and a few clothes. 

After the excitement died down, we 
found little Eva hurt much worse than we 
thought. She almost missed the blanket 
when she jumped, and the fall had 
broken one of her ankles. 

There they were ; homeless ; broke ; and 
all their clothing burned except what 
they wore. 
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One of the boys who had saved enough 
clothing to avoid arrest, chased off for a 
doctor, and some more of them carried 
her up to his oflSce. 

Some kind-hearted woman brought 
clothing for the mother and child, and the 
boys made up a nice little purse for them. 

" That kid is on my mind," spake the 
hardware man. " Tell you what let's do, 
let's divide the town and canvas the busi- 
ness end of it thoroughly, and get enough 
together to put her in a private hospital 
in the city." 

That made a hit, and the whole bunch 
got busy hustling. There's the whitest 
little town on the map. Not a man 
failed to jar. All we had to do was to 
tell them about it and they could not do 
enough. 

After the doctor splinted her leg, we 
laid her on a stretcher, and four of them 
carried her down to the station. You 
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should have seen that parade I The boys 
lost most of their clothing, and in their 
borrowed plumage they looked like the 
tattered remnant of Coxey's army ; the 
rear-guard carrying a cart load of books, 
dolls, fruits and flowers, which they had 
bought for little Eva. 

Say, but she was a game little rascal ! 
Not a whimper out of her on the way to 
the station I 

" Here, some of you fellows got to go 
along to help look after her ; you, Forster ; 
and you. Ward. You are both going in, 
you are It," said the cigar man. 

" You know. Old Man, I signed the 
pledge not to take on any more found- 
lings ; but I guess the Queen would stand 
for this. Ill go," I answered. 

" We will put her right in the baggage 

car on the cot, to avoid moving her," 

some one suggested, and it carried. 

"Here, Ed, take the bundle and do 
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the honors/' said the hardware man, 
shoving the collection at me. 

"Nay — James — nay; some one else 
may toss the bouquets ; I renig," said I. 

It fell to the hardware man, he being 
the largest, so we gathered around the 
cot in the waiting room with the hard- 
ware man sweating blood. 

" Mrs., Mrs. ? " he began. 

"Mrs. Rivers," said she, with a sad 
smile. 

" Thank you : Mrs. Rivers, I have been 
appointed — that is — I mean to say I have 
a disagreeable — ^no, a most pleasant duty 
to perform." (He looked the part — 
not.) 

" We have heard you were unfortunate 
— in the fire— and we wish — want — oh, 
hang it, I don't know what to say, ex- 
cept that our hearts are in the right 
place, and we have made up a little jack- 
pot for your baby — and here it is," shov- 
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ing it at her like it was contagious. " Oh, 
yes, it's all for you all right — the little 
girl, you know, — hospital expense, and 
all that — sure ; ain't it, boys ? " Then he 
sat down, all but out. 

"Gentlemen," the poor thing mur- 
mured, " I cannot express — I cannot find 
words, — God bless you all," — ^but there is 
so much in a look at times. Then she 
cried, — ^and we felt guilty. 

"Nice men," said the little fairy. 
"Mama is ill, or she would thank you 
nicer for being so good to me — wouldn't 
you, Mama? — but we do thank you; 
oh, we do thank you so. You are all my 
noble Knights, and, some day, when I 
am grown up to be an Empress, I will 
decorate you all, just like the good Queen 
in the fairy tale. Won't you all let me 
kiss you before we go? " 

Then those big husky chaps filed by 
and bent down and kissed her. 
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" That kid's got right next to where I 
live," blubbered the big hardware man, 
rubbing his eyes with a mitt like a ham. 

She stood the trip bravely, and we got 
her into the hospital, and no one caught 
on. 

I got some (^lothes, and after a too 
brief levee with the Queen, hit the trail 
again. A week later I went in for Sun- 
day, and the first thing the Queen handed 
me was: 

"Edward, you have been deceiving 
me!" 

A slap on the wrist with a feather 
would have put me out, I was that 
groggy, for I had been so good it hurt me. 

" Who — who's been playing Old Sledge 
with you now?" I gasped. 

" No use denying, or dodging," she 
said. " I know all, so you might as well 
confess. How is your patient in the 

hospital?" 
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A brick house arose from off my mind 
and soared away I 

" Is thai all ? " I gulped. 

'^ Is that all f No it is not all. I want 
the particulars at once I " 

" Oh," said I, " there aren't any particu- 
lars. Just a little kid got smashed up, 
and a lot of the boys sent her to the hos- 
pital by Fred Forster and me." 

" Tell me all ; tell me all about it, in- 
stantly I " she commanded. 

" Why that's all, sweetheart," I an- 
swered. 

" Get your hat this minute I " she or- 
dered. 

" Why — why, what is the matter ? " 

"You are going to take me to the 
hospital this minute I " said she. 

There is no use putting the gloves on 
with a woman when she seeks informa- 
tion. A man had just as well toss up the 
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sponge in the first round, for she will 
win : it's a cinch. 

We started, and I tried all the way to 
think up a good pipe, but my brain was 
woozy. 

When we got there and Mame found 
the ward, she dragged me to it, and 
shoved me in ahead of her. 

" Oh, Mama, here is my Knight 
again," cried Eva, clapping her hands. 
" We did not expect you back again to- 
day, did we. Mama ? '* 

" Edward / " said Mame reproach- 
fully. 

" Oh," said the little thing, abashed, 
" I did not see your wife behind you." 

Mame looked foolish, and I felt happy. 

" Not his wife, dear — not yet," said 
Mame, going over and taking her hand, 
and they got thick as mud that instant. 

That Mame girl certainly has winning 

ways. Not a kid — not even a yellow dog 
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in her neighborhood that don't laugh 
with joy when they see her coming. 

" Now, tell me all about it : he 
would not," said Mame. 

"Oh," said she, clapping her hands, 
" he is the best man in the world, except 
Papa. See the lovely flowers he brought 
me to-day. Oh, he is just cfear, isn't he, 
Mama ? " 

"Yes, dear, I agree with you," said 
Mama, and between them they bawled me 
out proper. I had to stand the gaff for 
what the whole gang did, and I know now 
just how comfortable a lobster is when 
he lands in the boiling water. 

Those women and that kid went over 
the situation from A. to Z., and it wound 
up in a tear shedding contest. 

Now, what the deuce I When a woman 
is glad, sad, or mad, she cries. I pass ; 
they are beyond me I 

The skies were clear as a bell, and here 
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this spell of sloppy w'efl.ther brought on 
by a little fool thing any white man 
would do. 

" Don't you love him awfully, lady ? " 
asked the little girl. 

" Yes, little girl, I do," said the Queen. 

" And aren't you going to marry him ? 
For, if you don't, 1 will when I am 
grown." • 

"Yes, please God, I am," murmured 
Mame. 

" And you, noble Knight, do you love 
this fair lady — love her hard — better 
than anybody ? " asked she of me. 

" Guilty," said i; 

"Then come hither, noble Knight. 
Kneel, sir, kneel I and you too, please, 
lady." 

"You for the weeps, too, Edward, if 
this thing keeps up," thinks I. 

"Give me your hand, lady; take it. 

Sir Knight. Now : bless you my chil- 
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dren. Arise, Sir Knight, and salute your 
Queen I " 

The Queen's arm stole around my neck, 
and someway, 1 did not mind the others 
a bit. 

"And to think, Edward Ward, that 
you never told me. You are the best 
man " said she. 

She pursed up her, lips and — 1 got 
mine. 

Bless the kid ! 

Long live the Queen ! 
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